
This is a digital copy of a book that was preserved for generations on library shelves before it was carefully scanned by Google as part of a project 
to make the world's books discoverable online. 

It has survived long enough for the copyright to expire and the book to enter the public domain. A public domain book is one that was never subject 
to copyright or whose legal copyright term has expired. Whether a book is in the public domain may vary country to country. Public domain books 
are our gateways to the past, representing a wealth of history, culture and knowledge that's often difficult to discover. 

Marks, notations and other marginalia present in the original volume will appear in this file - a reminder of this book's long journey from the 
publisher to a library and finally to you. 

Usage guidelines 

Google is proud to partner with libraries to digitize public domain materials and make them widely accessible. Public domain books belong to the 
public and we are merely their custodians. Nevertheless, this work is expensive, so in order to keep providing this resource, we have taken steps to 
prevent abuse by commercial parties, including placing technical restrictions on automated querying. 

We also ask that you: 

+ Make non-commercial use of the files We designed Google Book Search for use by individuals, and we request that you use these files for 
personal, non-commercial purposes. 

+ Refrain from automated querying Do not send automated queries of any sort to Google's system: If you are conducting research on machine 
translation, optical character recognition or other areas where access to a large amount of text is helpful, please contact us. We encourage the 
use of public domain materials for these purposes and may be able to help. 

+ Maintain attribution The Google "watermark" you see on each file is essential for informing people about this project and helping them find 
additional materials through Google Book Search. Please do not remove it. 

+ Keep it legal Whatever your use, remember that you are responsible for ensuring that what you are doing is legal. Do not assume that just 
because we believe a book is in the public domain for users in the United States, that the work is also in the public domain for users in other 
countries. Whether a book is still in copyright varies from country to country, and we can't offer guidance on whether any specific use of 
any specific book is allowed. Please do not assume that a book's appearance in Google Book Search means it can be used in any manner 
anywhere in the world. Copyright infringement liability can be quite severe. 

About Google Book Search 

Google's mission is to organize the world's information and to make it universally accessible and useful. Google Book Search helps readers 
discover the world's books while helping authors and publishers reach new audiences. You can search through the full text of this book on the web 



at |http : //books . google . com/ 






%£'>. 



I 






^yi 



'F*'. 


liM 


j 


1 



>»»a» 









'»; .«. 



■f^%^'^§^-?«- 




'3./ot. 







S? 



i by Google 



Tt^O . C IpUs^ /^l^Tj 4. *», ^j^ 



T^tc 



- V. 



Digitized 



by Google 



Digitized 



by Google 



INJURD INNOCENCE: 



TRAGEDY. 

As it is Acted at the 

THEATftE-^OYAL 

D R UR f'L ANE, 

: — L ^ , : ^ 

Bi quid inexpertum fcena commit tis^ & audes 
Perfmam formare novam ^ fervefur ad imum 

^mdis ab incapto procfferiu • 

HoR.de Arte Poet 



LONDON: 

Printed for J. BRINDLE Y, at the Kin^s-Armt In 

NeW'Bond'Streety M.dccxxxii, 

£Pxtcc Qn< StullkjE and Six Pence] 



Digitized 



by Google 







\ ,rN_ 



Digitized 



by Google 



"1 



PROLOGUE. 

Spoken by Mr. Cii^r^ Jan. 

T9E tragicl^inare i> leilf^V Athens Jfy-^ 

Next, in old Rome ^i roft^ witbfinfe refitCd, 
7o bumanife tbi maften of mankind. 

Fi^om tbefo our ftagc, tr.tffiJiilfmts^ took its rifi^ 
Tbefeboolof ▼irtuc, andtbe fmtgt of vice : 
Ibtie in its youtb, till Shakefpear^i maflif-bimi 
%/f^fiLtb£^firotig f<ineeacbpdffl0ht$>imma^ r 

jfnd l^ryd^tia Otway, Congrcvp, ^(^uthcm, fie^e, . , . 
9^tfb battefi beat bad all your bof^s^lotff. ' 

Eftablifl?*dnafejJ.tpbofor,rivoj^pgyi(rs^ 
^Swt^tviriL eyifiavt draum applauding tears. 
But in eaeb blime tbe drama bas its date^ 
//i^iiptl^i-^ ^j manhood, 4»»i decaying! i^l4, 
ne once learned Grecians now_ no longer know 
nqfesUr/s'^bieb toe to^tifeirJn^teiBn-^tue. 
Even Italy retails, of qllberftoref 
But fainfffp&ins tf xohatfie bad^befire. 

And if like tbeirs, our own deeliningjlage 
Be pafl tbe vigor of its brigbteft age ; 

Long as it may^ bomever^ lititlafii 

Nor, by difcouragement, its fure deftruSion bajle. 

Toofoon,alaU.M^i/bout.yoe^^di^gff^wfff 
^^ibvcou^fjkuffaf^ 

Wbeuy i^ ^ndtbere^j^fome marks of genius rife4 
View Vw, tbo"' incorre&i ^itb friendly eyes i 

B^^fyfijlfiall^ becaufeibebefl aregofi^M.' 

Eacb age will not produce an Addifon. 
Vforfv^ \ivc^'^l alone ow[. ^^oi^fuei. ; 

Rougb treatment may deter fome abler mufe. 

In bis own favour ^id notmJb^upfr£fs*d 

W unbiafs'djitdgment of one Britifli tfrcsfft. 

Nor from chaftifement jeeks to fcreen bis pen} 

CorreS bint freefys'-^-'-^utiCorre^ike men. - 

Mark your diJIikeSf^^'-'^yet let not wanton Jpleen, 

To damn afentenc e * ■ ^ quite dijlurb a fcene f 

On little faults let not your cenfure roll. 

But fink or lave bim^ as you like the whole. ' 

Pcrfoit 
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Pcrfons ReprefentedL 



MEl!J, 



Ferdinand^ King of Naples. Mt. Marjhalh 

Alpbonfoy the King's Uncle. Mr. Bridgwater. 

neodorey General of the. Neapolitant'\/F^ lurn r^^ 
Armies. JMn iJfi/Zi, fen. 

FbUofnont^ his Friend Mr; ^. Mills. 

Alonza^ Captain of the King's Guard. lMir. fFatfin. 

Fafquez^ a Lord of the Court, Alfbonfo*^ 7 1^,. 
Creature. V^^' 

WOMEN.. 

Mirand4j Dai^hter of Gmfalvo^ the-p 
\fonner General of Naples^ belov'd >Mrs. Ihrton. 
hyTbeodx^re. j 

Ckiiney her Attendant. Mrs. Grace. 

^ Attendants^ Guards^ Ruffians^ &c. 

SCENE i» Naples. 
The TALE, a Fiaiofl. 
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INJURD INNOCENCE. 

■ . . ; A ■ .■■•.. 

TRAGEDY. 



ACT I. Scene L 
'AlpbonJq^liQQVtx'dL mufihg alone. 



AM I for eyer doomed to difappointment ? 
Better I had been born a peafant-hind, 
Abjedl of foul, than to this fecond place, ^ 
Brother and uncle to the throne of Naples \ 
Yet never reac^ the glittering, wreath that hangs 
So near, and mocks rne with its promised glories. 
—Amipition, ; thou art like the. pelicanc. 
The parent of a numerous race of cares, 
Which prey upon the bread that gives them birth. 



B 



Scene 



Digitized by 



Google 



Scene II. "'-'} 

Enter jihnzo. 

Well, my Alonzo^ has the voice of law 
Civ'n to dHgrace and ihame this hidden beatk^i 
This minion of the Yizxi^tf "fbeodore ^ 
Stands ihe condemned, in form, a proftitute ? 

Aloft. Juft to your wilh the whole proceeding went: 
The officers, exaffc to their inftruftioos. 
Entering at once with warrants for her feizure. 
Bore her, half dead^ unto the hall of audience, 
Where oor well tut6r,*d eviilcnce puA'd hxtfoa^ 
Th|ir accufation w^th undaunted brows : 
Nor were the advocates or judges wanting 5 
With fuch rapidity the whole was done. 
That had fhe been of the beft blood c^ Naples^ 
ller high alliances had nought availM ; 
She had been fentenc'd, fentenc'd as (he was. 
Before (he cou'd have calFd their diftant aid. 

Ah. But was that ientence executed too t 

Alon. Upon the inftant. Sir. A fhort half hour 
Scarce paft from her 6ril feizure, dll fhe went 
In a long robe and veil of penance, led 
Between two priefts, who carry M burning tapen. 
With a wild rabble hootmg at her heels* 
Theodore met the whole proceflion too. 
As in a fort of triumph, now returnine 
From his late vidtory, he entered Napes. 

Alp. Why! that was better than my expe&adon. 
How fat it on his haughty ftomach, ha ? 

Alott. Informed of what it was, difmounting fiertir^ ^ 
With rage and tears at onte, he crofs'd theiiP way^ 
And wou*d have fbrc*d her from the officers^ . ^ 
Who ftood aghaft, while the two friars trembrd 
At %iit:af twice five hundt<[d ihining fwords \ A^ 
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All on the inftant drawn» imi glea^h:mg routid "enu - 

As ready to obey dieir leader's will. 

And doud thi face of jpeaoe wkh blood and tumult » 

Till by his frimd, and by herfclf perfaaded^ 

Not to infult the arm of civil juftice^ 

He coord at laft, ±en feizing on her hand 

With his elated port and mien, hetry'd, 

•< Hold high tjhe upcrs, I Will lead her on 

*• As to my publick fpoufals, in the fight 

«• Of all theWjririg w^rld."-~*When looking round 

"With anger and difdain 5 ** By heaven, faidhe, 

•^ The light of her unfullyM innocence 

** Throws fuch a day of glory o'er die face 

*• Of this your folemn pageant puniftiment, 

** That for the future 'twill be thought an honour 

^* Due only to the moft exalted vcrtue.*' 
So faying^ on he led her 

Unto St. Magdalen^s appointed flirine. 

Where once the ceremonial penance pafl:^ 

He at the altar offer'd to efpoufe hen 

jflp. Indeed, young hero ! are you then fo fix'd ? 
Jlon. Which Ihe with diodcfty and tears dedin'd, 

Whije he periuaded flill ; vHaCn from the kii^ 

(Who had been told the ftory and the tumult) 

A meffage ordered 'em unto tlie palace. 

Whither he now condufts her, and no doubt. 

Will urge a ftrid enquiry for the truth. 

Jlp. I am not now to learn with what blind confidence 

The hearts of thcfe warm lovers oft rejed 

Whatever leflcns that fuprcme perfedtion. 

In which their heated fancies drcfs a miftrcfs j 

And flood not unprepar'd of farther means, 

A fecond blow, to ftagger his firm truft. 

And finilh that di%racc which this began. 

But ^tis no matter.-w-i-Here I give him up— • 

Jlonzo^ from this moment I am thine. i ":, 

Aion. With warmeft zeal and humble gratitude, 

I VfMfi the hQX|oi|r of yqur ofFerM fricodSiip* 

8 ? • Alp. 
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4 Injured IWNoctKc*. 

Alp. And as firm fcals of its fincerity 
Receive the grcateft fecrcts of my.breaft, ^ 
Which now I dare intriift to thy try*d faith, 
The' they ne'er 'fcap'd me yet, not ev'n to Theodore. . '^ 

Alon. With me. Sir, they arc fafe, beyond the reach 
Of Torments to extort. 

Alp, Once, while my brother liv'd, . 
Being warm with wine in an unguarded hour, 
I try'd Go»/i/w— this Mirandas father. 
To aid my purpofe ; but his fqueamifli loyalty 
Was ftartled at the hint, and ever after. 
Shunning my friendfhip, thwarted all my fchemc& 
Him therefore to the enemy betray*d, 
I funk, and farther wrought the eafy king 
To fentence him a traitor after death i 
Then raised' this Theodore.""'^ 
Not as he vainly thinks, becaufe I love 
That high-flown merit which his pride affumes ; 
But trufting that the haughty gratitude 
Which fpurs fuch vain, fuch generous lofty fools. 
Blindly to fhare their benefatftors fortunes. 
Might in fome hour of publick difcord bear me 
Crofs the rough tides of faftion to a throne. 

Alon. His fiery youth and bold afpiring mind 
Seem'd, as by namre, for your purpofe form'd. 

Alp. So thought I once— but now he cools, and fcttle$ ; 
Books, and I know not what— ^-Philofophy, 
Begin to mould him to another fhape. 
And fore it irks me, that fuch idle dreams. 
Scraps of pedantic morals, fhou*d make vain 
The hope of lingering years. 

AloM. Yet time has (IHl 
Some lucky moment left which you may fcize. 

Alp. Had I then known thy worth, I had not raJs'd 
This boy -to pofts, which thou hadft better fill'd. 
But fince with obftinacy thus he fofters 
The ^AUghter of that ruin*d enemy, '" . . ' 
(Whom I thought bury'd in her father^s fall) 
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ni plunge *cin both cc^tber in deftruftion. 

At forae fit fcafon thou fhalt know the means ; 

I muft to the prcfence now, toobfcrve what paffes ; 

Warn thou the, evidence to lye conceai'd. 

And then attend me thcre^^ — Caution muft guard 

[Exit Alonsa 
What policy contrives— the hand that dares attempt 
A dangerous blow (hou'd veil it felf in clouds, [Exit. 

Scene III. 

A Room of State. 
Enter Kif^ attended, Pbikmont^ ji^bonfo. 

PbiL Such, thro* the whole her fair deportment was i 
The order of the law appeared reversed ; 
It feem'd the criminal arraigned the judge. 
While juftice ftanding at the bar, condemned 
'Or a corrupt, or undifcerning bench. 

King. Wonder and pity both attend thy tale. 
In private has he held this lady then ? 

Phil. *Twas by this chance alone difcoverMt Su% 
And ftill her birth's unknown. - 
But fure it is, Ihe's of no common ftrain, , . 

H manners, form, and modefty^ migHt be 
Her heralds, they wouM fure derive her. Sir, 
Ev*n from the foremoft houfe of human kincj. 

Ki^g. But on what proof did her convidion ftand ? • 

PbiL Two wretched men, whofe very looks dcclarM 
That nature^j like a ftep-dame, had deny'd Ufa 
The- fhare of goodnefs common to their kind, 
Depos'd againft her in moft brutal words- 

King. How muft (he fnffer at the Ihocking charge ! 
Or, how beiiave,. where a 'defence itfelf 

Muft 
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Mull give her pams^ kbenlas die aocufatiociil' 

PbiL Silent at firftflieiftood^ while in het-cyes^ 
Afw^et, yet awful indi^mtionihone. 
From whofe fair fountains ever and anon^ 
A tricklii^ fliower of filent forrow ftole. 
As it would quench the blufh of juft difdain, 
Tliat glowed upon her cheek- — And when &e fpokc. 
Such a becoming diffidence adom'd 
The accents of her voice, as feem'd to lay, 
She fear'd her words might wound that modefty,. 
In whoft defence her trembling tongue pronounced 'em. 
In gentle, yet in moft perfuafive fort. 
But all in vain. ■ - ^ 

Her reftlefe judges fentenc*d her with rigour 
To the rude punilhment of common proftitutes. 
When thro* the populace th«: ftcjod around 
A whifper*d murmur ran, that rais*d itfelf at laft 
To railing Aoife, and claiportKis curfes on them. 

iS«g, And with good reafon too •, in fuch a cafe, 
; (If flight fafpicious wlcneflfesha:ve weight) 
Perverted law may ftfike the burning brand 
Ev*n on the cheek of vii^m innocence. 
And blot our chafteft matrons with difgrace. 
When ever bafe detraAion ftains their names 
With its eavenom'd breath : but were my orders fent ? 

Phil. Exprefsly, Sir. 

Andjfec, they both approach your royal prefence. 



f ... r Scene IV^ 

.< • ... ^ ^ 

lEnttt'^Becdorej zrid Miranda ^^ they kneel 

Tbeo. If injured innocence has right to claim 
Frgie&tonF from the £>veraign fqurce of juftice. 
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I kneel, great Ferdtncmd, afftir'd to find redrefe - i' ^ 

For the vile wrongs Ab beauteous virgin fuflFcrs. 
Kmg. Hiit^BiQdore. Fair one, be comforted; 

At a king's hand you Ihall have ampk jufticc i . 

Slander meets no regard from noble minds. / 

Reftrain your tears— ^Mily the hafc believe 

What die bafe cmly utter, ■ : > ■ 

Mir. Spare my confufion. Sir, if tears alone 

Are my defence* — In fuch a caufe, alas ! 

The guilty fure arc fitter far to plead ^ 

Than are the innocent. ' 

King. .Words wou*d be needfefi here. 

The hand of nature never furc imprefs'd ^ 

Such marks of fterling worth on bafe alloy. . 

But tell me, V^hsoJore^ what is her birth ? 

She's exquifitetyfair — Ev*n to a miracle ! 

^eo. That I Ijave long concealed my foul's delight^ 
Demands your pardon 5 but you' here behold 
The daughter w the great, die good Gonfdvo. 
The worthy daughter of fo brave a father. 
Treated with infamy, and bafe abufe. 

'King. The.tiaughter of Gonfaho^ Theodore? 
What ! young Miranda^ bdautcous Lauras fifter ? 

^heo. The fame, dread Sir, and now the fole remains 
Of all his ruin'd houfe ; for publick rumour fays. 
That other branch of his illuflrious bleod 
Fell at the fatal lack of Pavia^ . ^ 
Whence this was fav^. The mourning fair I found 
AmoQK the wrecks of that unhappy cuy, 
Tum'd out a wanderer. Oh, had you feen her. Sir, 
The weeping orphan, friendkfs, and forlorn. 
Beauteous in ^lef, with looks refignMly fweet, 
Your heart had felt th* emotions (rf my breaft, 
•Twas piety, 'twas pity — It was low 
Urg'd mf to fuccour the dejedted nniaid i 
Whom ever fince in humble privacy 
With moft tmfuUy'd honour I have cherilht; 
And It ev'n lofq the. patience of a m^n, 

R^csaing 
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I Injitr'd InnocenceI 

Reflefting Kow her tender bofcfm fufFers . . ^ v ' 
With this opprobrious wrong. " 

IGng. A prince might own thy cares mthdut a bluilh » 
None of the blood of that brave injur*4' raah . 
(I think him fo) cou*d merit fuch difgracc. - r 
Now, by my throne, there's malice in this deed ; 
But I will guard her innocence from harms, '^ 
Difpofeheri T^^^^Jortf, in that apartment,. . 
Whole, gallery orelooks the weftem garden. 

Mir. Alas, that folitary fweet retiremcnti 
Whence this rough fentence-dragg'd me, better fuits 
My humble fortunes, than fuchhigh diftihftioii. .; 
Make not my fhame confpicuoufly great.' .> • 

King. In tnis, Miranda^ I muft be obey'd; ^ 
Thou haft a kind of birthright in the pUcc : . • 
Thofe lodgings have received Gonfalvo oft, 
Whcpi winter fent the hoary foldier home^ i -. 

From many a well-foi^ht field . . . : ■ 

And tho* my father (on what proof I know not) 
Sentenc'd him as a traytor after death. 
Yet, I have ftrong fufpicions that he fell 
Betray'd ahd hbneft. But of that hereafter. . 
Mean time, be thou his fair fuccefibr there, 
Aod let me fee who dares, ftand forth to fay^ 
*Tis un^eferv'd — Be her accufers fummoh'd, > 

Her judges too — Til hear this caufe, my fclf 
But I have for your private Ear, Miranda. 

[King whifpirs Miranda. 

^heo. ^ohk yilpbonfo, I am not deceived, [to Alp. 

And this is fome bafe wretch's plot, to blaft • 
The faireft name that vertue ever dreft 
In the white robes of innocence and trudi. 

jilp. Young men are too affur'd, the old perhaps 
Too cautious. 

This bufinefs is not mme — Your friend may learn 
Who to her judges brought this accufation*. 
Tho% after what has p5b, it were not ftrangc 
Shou'd they recant—- But fee, the king advances. 

King. 
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I S J u k*l> In li ac t: n c e* g 

King. Now, Theodore^ ftc thy fair rniftrcfs lodg'd, 
With orders that her treatment may be fuch. 
As ihc were ev'A pur filler : that difpbs'd, 
Sec me again,— *—l have "of moment to impart to thee; 

Scene V. 

Alphonfo alone. 

• Alp. Gonfalvo\ blood not merit fuch difgrace ! 
Rea{on to thihk him honeft, and betray*d ! 
Has fome ftrange chance let in a gleam of day 

On my clofe eonduft then ? • 

No, he has found the father's honefly, 

Ev*n in the funCiine of the daughter's eyes. 

Lodg'd in the palace! — treated with diftinftion ! — 

Grave magiftrates, ^and legal evidence ! 

Di(grac*d, and doubted ! — nay, he whifper'd too. 

And his familiar lips, with amorous delay. 

Dwelt on her ear. -• — ; It muft be fo ! 

But ev*n fo, 'tis dangerous. r— 

Her favour may give birth to fuch enquiry 
On that affair, as wou*d not fuit my lafety. 
And how to guard againft it. — Lucky thought ! 
The rage 'twould give this Jealpus, haughty foldier. 
May ev*n tear him from his clofe attachment. 
And mould his ftubborn temper to my purpofe. 

Scene VI. 

Enter Alonzo. 

Alon. What may not chance effeft? when this fall'h fair. 
So late the fport of crouds, is now become 

C The 
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The {udden care, and favourite of a king I 
Alp. *Twas unforcfeen. — — — But a9 the truly brave 

Turn danger and misfortune into glory ; 

So die fa^cious form, to their own ends, 

Thofe accidents wouM baffle weaker heads. 

Now, from their purposed fate they ftand reprieved. 

Till in the grave, to whkh they go, Ahnzoy 

Thy friend fhall find a crown. ■ ' * 

Give order that J ago ftrait attend me. 

His houfe, before I left love*s idle toys, 

Was my rcfort. ■ ■ . ' ■ 

There will I lay a fcene (hall turn this royal bounty^ * 

Thefe flatterinff favours into deadly poifon ; 

Their promised fafcty here (hall prove their ruin. 
So where the eye of heaven with fulleft ray. 
Pours on the pregnant glebe a flood of day,^ 
Tho' the rich clime ambrofial odors cheer^ 
And fummer fmilcs round all the radiant year ; 
Fell mifchief lurks in the fair-feeming fcenes. 
In fpicy gales difguis'd, and fragrant greens. 
The fcorpion*s fting, the viper^s venom'd brood, 
Andxalcntures th^t fire the boiling blood. 
Curft in his paradife, the native pining lies. 
Or finite widi madnefs in a frenzy dies. 



"The JBnd of the Firft jm. 
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ACT IL Scene I. 

A Street i^ Night. 

Enter jihnzt^^ and two Ruffians. 

4lottf T T ER E placM unfcen, rtark careftlly th' cffcA 



This letter will produce, 



\Thfy retire fo corners^ 



f&AS^ 



Scene II. 

Bn%&^ &&m a Door» Miranda, Ckohe with 
a tight. 

jMSr. ShcuM Theodore return, tell him I am rctirM, 
Fatigu'd, and wifli to reft -r— forgive me. Love, 
The firft, the fole deceit I ever usM ; 
For I wou'd fpare his tender brcaft the cares, 
f he fears, the pains my going thus wou'd give him, 

Cle. Weigh, Madam, well the dangerous undertaking ) 
'XW ^ir pretence, may hide fome black defign. 



Ca 
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la Injvr'd Imnocemce. 

Mir. To mc it feems not fo — howc'er, again 
1 will confult this fccrct monitor. 
And poife its purpofc througUy. 

[Of ens a Letter^' and reads. 

Madam » 

•* 4 jV unhappy man, Jtckf as be fears, to death, and penitent for 
m\ " bis crime, waits to difckfetbe whole eonfpiracj on your 
** good name, "But fearing both Theodore'/ refentment, and the Kin£s, 
" //// you have affur'd him of his pardon, be will fie none hut your 
" filf wbofe goodnefs. he dares tr'uft. ^Jf therefore you come infiantlyt 
" and alone, to the fountain of St. Mark, you'll there fnd a guide to 
" the place. But, if not,- fill fkiure fearih wiifbe vain."^ 

What-point of likelihood is wanting here ? 
Guilt, ficknefe, penitence,, and fear of punilhmcntt 
Are in each ftep frail nature's common courfe,' 
And evVy circumftance is apt and probable. 

Cle. But, Madam, why alone ? 
"Why unattendejl ? that ftrid prohibition 
Seems bk with darlf intent.. ^ 

Mir. But the effefts of fear. 

More evidence of his abode, or his confeffion, might 
Seize and confign him to the hands of juftice, 
Before his pardon gaiii'd. Blit were the danger greater, 
I have no choice, Cleone. _ 

Cle, Calm this iijipatience of your troubPd Breaft ; • 
Wait but to-morrow, and this unjuft doom 
Shall be reversed, and your white name reftor*d. 

Mir.- The formal fentence may : but what ft^U curb 
The ever-babbling tongue of buly rumor ? ;,; ' 
The fmile malignant, .and the fliaken head,. ,.»,.: 
"With which fufpicion talks, . and tells her tales. • 
Thefe, fair confeffion only can remove, . ^..: . ; • ^ 
Th* unforc'd confeffion of my firft accufcrs. . 

Cle, 
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Ck. Butwhilegrcat ArJ/»tf«Jaflerts your caufe. 

Sure *twill be fafe under fuch high protcftion.. . 

Mir. O, there's the danger, thou confider*ft not 
The. t^n<ier texture of fait reputation ; 
Whofe bloflbm the rough breath of pow'r may blaft. 
But cannot; niake it live. In vain his threats 
May from their dark retreats cite my accufers. 
In vain may ftrive to. force- confefllon from *em » 
Which forc'd, wou'd be in vain— fhou'd I ncgleft an hour. 
This wretch may die, and not a tongue be left, 
Honeft. enough to right my injur'd name. 
And then my honour muft depend alone 
On the world's courtefy, on meer prefumption. -^ 
Which thought, alas, wou'd place a, fatal bar 
Betwixt my Theodore and me forever. 

Cle. His generous faith makes all your caution needlefs| 
Who without vouchers trufts your well-known virtue. 
Xbeodore's wife can need no fairer name. 

Mir. Tbeodore^s wife ! ay, there's the tye, Cleone. 
With .me his bouodlefs love, even againft fuch ftrong ap- 
Trufts his wholeftock of honour; and may (hame, [pearanccs. 
This infamy, which ipgre than death I dread. 
For ever fix it fclf upon my life. 
If meanly I betray th- endearing truft. 
And give him, for his wond'rous love and truth, 
A wife to tarnifli ^11 his youthful glories. 
No, I muft be, ev'n in the bufy thoughts 
Of all the whifpering world, what my own heart j 

Informs me he deferves or ne'er be his. 

And think'ftthou that I cou'd furvive the lofs ? 

Cle. Why with' nice fcruples. Madam, will you urge 
Your fame, or life perhaps, to fome new hazard. 
Which prudence ought to fhun ? 

Mir. Prudence, Cleone! , 

*Tis prudence bids'me go, or be a wretch for ever. 
What name, ^las ! what Mfe have I to rifque ? 
What ! but a name, and life of infamy ? 
The hand of fate fevere, has fet my all 

i' Upon 
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Upon ifaU Angle cl^nc&-4ind t wiU draw the Ua,^ 
Be clear*d, or be no more— — 
Cle. Good angels guide your fteps.*- 



IS be goes m/, Cleone retires^ 

Scene IIL 

Alonz^ and Ru£Bans come forwafd» . 

Alon.^ Thus far to our defign th' event fuccecds % 
She's unattended gone. Now to the fountain thou. 
And thence conduift her to Jaff>*% houfe. 

[One ef the Ruffians goes out cfter ber^ 
One danger ftill remains left any hence 
Shotf d follow with defign to feize the guide. 
That point let farther obfervation guaH. 

[Retire in corners again. 

Scene IV. 
Scene opens to a farther Street. 

Enter Mmanddy ilowly and in fear* 

Darknefi has almoft reach'd its fable noon> 
And thofe who ftray along the filent ftreets. 
Seem fuch as borrow from the robe of nigl«: 
A friendly fold to hide the rags in which 
The fcanty hand of pinching penury 
Has but half-clad their meagre ftarving bodies^ 
Avoiding fo the fhame, and taunting infults. 
With which the proud and gorgeous gird the poor^ 
How few, alas, of thofe whom fortune lays 
Inthe foft lap of downy luxury, 
Confider this dark fide of human life. 
Qh pity ! why is thy Iqnd eye closed i?p, !W!^i|o 



W^'' ^•'-^ -^frVr^^u.M. -tP^k- 
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While mifery and night thus hand in hand 

Go joined in fad fociety together. 

It looks as if calamity hadloft 

Its bhrthright even in the very fun, 

And darknefs only were the wretches day. 

But chiefly mine, alas 

Of all the griefe thy gloomy curtains veil. 

My balhful folitary forrows claim 

Peculiar place in their furrounding fhades. 

Companions for thy wildeft wanderers, 

-...This way, I thinks leads to the fountain--— yes««MM 

I hear the purlings of its diftant ftream. 

Which by the bounteous hand of heav*n pour'd out. 

Flows all the day to flake the wretch's thirft. 

And falls at night in gendy murmuring rills, 

A kind aflbciate to his flghs and tears. 

......Let fall thy gurgling waters ftill to guide 

My fearful feet 

Thou can'ft not lend their melancholy notes 

To one that's more* difconfolate than me. [Exil. 

Scene V. 

Clofes to where Miranda firft came out. 

uilonza and a Ruffian, come forward. 

Alon. All here is hu(h*d ; no figns of a purfuit. 
Now to the general this letter bear. 
Deliver it, and vanifti, that no trace 
Be left to find the hand from whence it came. 
But ftay ; What light is this? 'tis he himfclf> 
And from Mtranda*s lodging feems to come } 
Clofe once again, and mark.his motions well. " * . 

. [They retire 

/* • ' SCE^NE 
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Scene VI. 

Enter Theodore following a light. 

Theo. No doubtful turns of life, no change of fortune 
Cou'd (hake me with fuch ftrong anxiety 5 
I have a thoufand fears. O love ! the firmeft mind 
"When touch*d with thy foft fires,—— -« 
Becomes, alas ! all over vulnerable. [^Mufes. 



Scene VII. 

Enter Philomont, 

Phil Why do I find thee thus with folded arms, 
Mufing in fixM regard, as if thou ftoodft . 
To mark the ftealing fteps of filent night. 
Till morning Ihou'd inform thee of thy way ? 

Theo. Oh Philomont ! Thefe Ihades are like broad day 
To thofe which overcaft my troublM thoughts. 
Going, as he commanded, to the king -, 
Not many moments paft I left Miranda : 
But he was abfent, and at my return. 
She too was ftrangely wander*d out alone. 

Phil. What! Abfent both? Both didft thou fay? 

Theo. I did.— — 
That die kin^ fliou'd be fo, is no way ftrange. 
'T has been his wont of late. 

Phil. *Tis true, my friend. 
I wouM not wound his heart :< 



Yet muft the doubt be cleared, and this the only time. 
Pll make the fearch my felf. \^Aftde. 

fbeo. 
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91&^. What is it moves thee thus? Whence this fqrprizc? 
Ev'n greater than my own ? -— 

PM. I know hot. 
I've caught th* infeftion from thee. Go to thy reft, 
I will be with thee at the earlieft dawn. 

Tbeo. Ha ! Philomontj fomewhat of dire import 
Glares in thy looks> 

Now by our friendlhip pad, thou ftirr'ft not hence. 
Till I have all thy thoughts. ^ 

Phil To-morrow thou Ihalt know ; but let me leave 

Theo^ O do not rack me thus ! my bufy fears [thee now. 
B^in to mufter up a horrid troop 
Of doubts, that if thou fpeak*ft not, Pbilomont^ 
Will to diftra£tion drive me— Say, alas. 
Has grief or fad fnifchance 
Diflodg'd her fpirit from its lovely manfion? 
If (he be dead, O lead me, where I may 
Fold in a laft embrace the dear remains. 
Then by 'em lay me down, with tears inceffant 
To weq> for evera— ..motibnlefs and mute ; 
At once her mourner and hec monument. 

Phil. Why wilt thou urge me thus ? difpel thy fears. 
Miranda lives. 
I ithink I faw her fafe few moments paft. 

Tbeo. Ha! how? when? where? inform me, is (he gape 
To Ihrou'd her forrows in fome lone retreat ? 
O hafte me, Pbilomont! to find the place. 
That I may fpeak the voice of comfort to her. 
Whilft file's in tears, my heart will know no reft. 
And yet fo lovclily the mourner looks, 
That loy it felf of grief becomes enamoured. 
And uics for fellowfliip in fuch fwcct woes. 

PbiL Perhaps flie is retired. But whatfoe'er's the caufe. 
Swear thou wilt calmly hear what I relate. 
For tho* 'tis ftiort of certainty, I'fear 
*Twill try thy temper in the tcnder'ft part. 

Tbeo. This preparation's dreadfiil ! O proceed 
rU hear thee calm, as fufFering martyrs dye. 

D PbU. 
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Phil. Know then, as hither I returned 
From my vain fearch after thcfc wimefles^ 
Paffing an bbfcuK ftrcet. 
At a mean houfe I faw a woman enter, 
\Vhofe face, whofe pcrfon, an4 whofe hatit, word 
A moft exaft refemblance of Miranda. 
At which furprizM, I afk'd l^rhofc dwelling *twas ; 
And had for anfwer from the nightly watch,. 
That 'twas a place, whither lome man of note 
Us'd to refoi-i; on amorous intrigues. 

"Theo. Now t perceive thy fears. ^ rm 
O patience! heav*n! How guiltlefs were her looks! 
When icarce an hdiir agd, flie told with tears§ 
in fuch pathetick Words, the accufatiori. 
As might turn dbubt it felf ,td confidence 
in the fweet-fcemirig innocence flie wore. 
But what are feemings ? 6r what certainty ? 
ilere I rencJUnce all paffions but diftruftj 
And never ftiall. - - 

Phil. Yet hear me out. The iiian Who anfwer^d liie 
Continued farther ; that but juft before 
The woman whom I faWj a gallant entred; 
"When alking his defcription, I perceivM 
it^nfwer^d well to that, in Which the king 
Hai made of late his fecret nightly fallies. 

Theo. It is encTughi— i-aks, Tm fick at heart. 
The buttling race of bufy life is done. [Sinks dowH. 

Here lay thee down, and let us tell fad tales 
Of man^s credulity, and woman's falfhood, 
Nor. ever think of truth and beauty more. 

PbiL Whati on the earth, beneath the wint'ry fky? 

^beo. Ay, there to choofe. Where Woud*ft thou place* 
On the fwan's down in pompous palaces ? [thy fclf ? 

Are they not faithlefs all ? take heed, alas. 
Left notwithftanding its firm polifliM form. 
The pillar'd marble fliou*d betray its truft, 
A&d Aiding from its bafe, like yielding wax, 

Let 
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JLet fall the bFty roof. 

To crulhthce^bn the feathered couch, that may 
Harden to. Qint beneath thy fleeping head ; 
.Poubt natureV works throughout. Miranda^^ falf 
May warrant ev'n the wildeft of thy fears. 

Phil. Cbnfider, Theodore^ this /ceming certainty ' 
May all arife from near refemblancesj - . 

Seen by th* uncertain glare of midnight torches. 

Tbeo. Ahj no/ my '^bHom^^^ Whenlrefledy > - 
Too many things conc^ to make it fure. 
Why, when I wbiiM' havq tarryj'd longer with her^ 
(T* jhavc poured my lovei and Ibrrbw for her fuflPrings^ 
In tender iighs, and plainihgs, onherbofom)' 
Why did fhe then remind the king^s appqintment ? 
Why did/fliethen urge me- With wsirmth to kav^e her i "^ 
Miranda was not won't to treat me fo 5 
Ev*n when marching armies 'linger*d for me, 
She wou'd l^ave kept mtr, 'hujiig upon my breaft. 
And talkt of triOcs to me; '/' ' - ' " ■■ 
Or why. When I returned jCthe- kipg not found) 
Why wouM her women have con^ealM her abfence? ' 
Thefe circumftances make it b^t too plain. 

Pbil. Wherefore, by circumftances (hou*d W6 judge, 
When certainty it felf is to b|e had?' • 

Gold will not fail (in fuch ihoiife) to give 
Us means and way, at once to clear the doubt^ 
Andev^n detedbher falfhood pn the fpot, 
Should fhe be there. ~r 

^bea. Qh, name it not! alas, 'twould writhe my heart 
To cive her all that fliame, and (harp compunfl:ion 
Which flie muft feel, were fhe to fee my eyes, 
(The weeping witnefTes of all her infamy) 
Pour forth a flood of dumb reproaches on her. 
Can I behold, alas, thofe very looks 
Clad in confufion, aqd caft down with guilt, i 

Which never, never met me yet. 
But with a flufh of cordial gladn^fs o'er *em ? 

f^biL But whUe 'tis poITible, fhemaybejuft, 

O ? ^ ThQl* 
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Thou wrong*ft her by negle£bmg the enquiry. 

Tbeo. Vio^ Pbilofnoftt^' ^ 

Let me not wrong her neither in my thoughts ; 

Well, I will go ; but ftxould wc fiiui her there, [Rifes. 

I chaise thee, Philomont^ let not thy toi^ue 

Break into die leaft rage, or infult on her. 

'No ! be our fa4 and folemn meeting fuch. 

As njay befpeak my anguifh, and my love. 

Deep gricvbg with the fame relpedtful filencc. 

As if in very deed thou didft affift me 

A mourner in her laft fad oblequies. 

Phil. My heart will furely fympathize with thine. 
Too much to aft in any other fort. 
But let us hafte — Why doft thou lingej- thus ? 

Tbeo. Forgive the frailty of thy tortur'd friend, 
Altho* I forced the fatal ftory from thee, 
(As daring to confront the very worft) 
What was that fliort-UvM fortitude ? alas ! 
The defperate courage of a wfetch in pain. 
Who urges fretfiilly the artift's hand 
At once to cut away the wounded part ; 
But at the operation's dread approach. 
His heart recoils ; , he pleads for vain delay. 
And fain wou!d keep it, painful as it is, 
A little longer yet. 

Rather than bear the cruel feparation. 
That on his tortured flefti inflifts new wounds, 
And robs his mangl'd- body of a limb. 
With which his fympathizing foulliad held 
A long, an intimate, and dear acquaintance. [Exeunt. 



Scene VIIL 

Alonzo and a Ruffian come forward. 
4lon. The LctteW necdlcfi now. This lucky chance 
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Has better (erv*d its purpofe. Hafte thee hence. 

To warn our penitent againft furprize. lExit Ruff. 

? . 'Scene. IX. 

jilonzo alone. ^ 

Already they are ordcr'd to permit ^ 

The general's fearch, and to his quellions make 

Replies well fitted to confirm his feai3. j 

I fee him now on ruin's utmoft brink ; 

For thcfe confiding tempers, whofe firm faith 

Not eir'n a thpufand witnefles cou'd weaken. 

If once a glimpfe of doubt reaches their minds. 

Fly off to an extreme of quick diftruft. 

In which the flightefl oircumflance has weighty 

Like falling rock/s, to pluqge 'em in a fea^ 

A deep abyfs of raging jealoufy. 

"the End of the SecmdjiB. 
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ACT ni. Scene I 

■ ■' An -Apartment. 

^heodore, with a Letter. 

HOW art thou, Love, fo feated in the foul. 
That not the 4in.of battle drives thee thence J 
Tho' round us various Iceiies of horror croqd. 
And ev*ry other regiqn of our thoughts 
Lies wrapt in duft and blood. 
Thou can'ft maintain fome flow*ry eminence. 
Free to thy felf, op '«rhich, like hallqw'd ground, 
Thofe fienos of war, terror, and frowning rage 
Dare not inq"i|de. ■■ 

This letter to Miranda my fond heart 
Found time with ardent wilhcs to indite, 
Ev*n in thofe bufy moments when my mind. 
Weighing the bloody labours of the qaorrow. 
Stood on that doubtful IJihmus ^which divides 
The day of battle from eternity. 



Anci 
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And how har flic wH^iAid' alF my care ? 
Vanifli'd-^oi^or.— :.* bubble-;— oi* a IhadqWi ' 
A talc by idiots written* on thai daft 
"Whence they thcnifelVes ^ere form'd; 

l^Fbrcxt^s bimfe^ on a eoucb^ 



Scene IL 

* 

Enter Pbitomont. , 

Pbil. Alas ! thus proftrat?, thus dejefted ftill ! 
In vam, my friend, we boaft a reafoning mind, 
A form ercft, by nature's hand beftow*d, 
*ro meet and look misfortune in the face. 
If (hook with blaft^ of paffionj thus we fall 
Prone and dcjedted, like the Brute creation. ^ 

Theo. Reproach me not, till thou haft lov*d like me^ 

And been, like me, betray'd i- 

I have renounc'd the toils of aftive life, 
And meditate fome lonely diftant fcene, 
"Where far from all the follie^ of the world, 
I may wear out the cbmtag thread of life. 
Nor ever fee again the coz'nin^ face 
Of that deluding mifchief, fmiling woman. 

Pbil. Sure Theodora, thou woud'ft not quit die world* 

Theon Not quit it, Pbihmont ! 
Who can fupport fuch falfc fociety ? 
They fmile, and bow, and hug, knd (hake the hand, 
Ev*n while they whifper to the next afliftant 
Some curfed plot to blaft its owner's head, 

Pbil. Why fo It is ^ 

The thoufands, who widi bufy hands and feet. 
Are ever labouring op the ^leep afcenc 

Of 
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Of wealth and honour, fee with jealous eyes» 
And wouM prevent each others purpofes : 
Nor can the envy'd fummit be actain'd 
Withjout the iharp contention that attends^ 
And makes its glory greater^ ■ « ■ 

Tbeo. 'Tis a contention, friend, I am not form'd for ; 
And glory gainM by inhumanity. 
Like the too ardent neat of Indian funs. 
Blackens thofe vifages on which it fhines. 

— I h^vf ^ little Villa in the Ahruzzo^ 
A^ limpid brook waters its verdant nieads, 
And various fcenes of woodland, hill, and dak^ 
Diverfify the beauteous fpot, replete 
With all that nature, uncorrupted, wants; 
The cleanly manfion in a garden plac'd, 
(Tho* breathing marble people not the gro6. 
Nor painted triumphs annnate the walls) 
Is yet converiient — thither PU retire ; 
Forfake thefe fcenes of fraud, and , ev*n forget 
Xhis falfe deluding fair one — if I can. 

Phil What ! fpend thy life in penfive melancholy. 
In Deep, and floth, and fuUen difcontent? 

Tbeo. Nor funk in (loth, nor hating human kind. 
But to their fervice dedicated more. 
The book of nature open to my view. 
With care I wou'd explore the wond'rous work, ^ 
There read the diftatcs of th* almighty mind. 
By his own hand expreft, in characters 
Thro* the whole fair creation legible 
In ev'ry tongue and land — a folemn inftitute 
Of laws eternal, whofe unaltered page 
No time can change, no copier can corrupt 
Science and vertue my fole contemplation, 
PU leave this biafs'd, bufy world to turn 
On its two flated poles of fraud and folly. 

Phil. This were to lofe the very end of being. 
And render vertue ufelcfs to the world. 
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*Tis aftion gives its beautedus image Jife, 
As it clifFufes good to human kind- 
Which is, without it, but a fair Idea, 
A painted profpeft void of. all the worth 
Which its appearance boafts. This Were to be 
The meer outfide, the ftatue of a man. 

Theo. This rather is to be indeed a man. 
To form the mind, and make it truly great. 
To place it independent, and fuperior 
To all that cruel crowd of gauling paffiohs. 
Which vex the heads, and hearts of the ambitious, 
That haunt in trdojps the halts of purple granddir. 
And hang like cluft'ring bees on gilded roofs. 

— Thefe quite expel'd my humble habitation, 
Wou*d leave its pleafing fhades, a fweet retreat 
For rofy health, and open-hearted joy. 
Gentle benevolence, and manly reafon, 
Delightful inmates all. ' ^ 

But love, the foft intruder will be there, . 
Will haunt each grove, and figh in ev*ry fliade. 
And wake me nightly with the painful vifion 
Offalfe, of faithlefs, — f2AT Miranda* s iorm. ^ \ 

Pbil, To fuch a fcene furrender not thy felf. 
Where folitude will double all thy forrows. 
Something unknown, fome innocent defign 
May have occafioned thefe appearances. 

^beo. What unknown catife ? What innocent drfgn ? 

Phil There may be many, tho* exaftly what 
The real caufe may be, I cannot fay. 

Theo. Not fay, alas ! — -* 
What fays the king's furprizc at fight of her ? 
What fays his anger at the accufation? 
What fay his private whifpers — tho* fhe form'd 
A ready tale that it concerned her filter ? 
What lays the flate, the pomp Ibc's treated with ? 

E . . Aad 
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And what — what fays their covert aiSignation 
Clofely by night in that accurfed place ? 
Where this was found, this proof of my fond love 
Which brings me now, alas, proof of her falfehood. 

[Shemng the letter J 

Phil. They are ftrange circumftances all, I own, 
feut tho* 'tis fo, tho* me be falfe. 
Yet let not one bafe woman's perfidy 
Poifon the bleflings which with a full hand 
Thy fair, thy fmiling fortune offers thee. 
Regard the blooming glories that adorn 
Thy youth, and promife to thy riper age 
So rich an autumn of fucceeding honours. 

Theo. Alas ! I think not of 'em. ■ 
^Twas for Mirandi^s fake I fought to raife 
A fliining pile of honours. But Ihe's lofl. 
And Tve no ufe for pomp, or titles more. 
Yet, as fhe is Gonfaho*s daughter flill, - 
i will return this letter ere I go, .: 

Which holds a gift of half ^y fortune to hen 
Left, when thcfe halcyojti days are overcaft, 
She be exposM to farther fhame and want. 
That done — -- farewel to aftive life for ever. 

Phil. What ! does this love, this peevilh boy,, convert 
His vot*ries into children like himfelf ? 
That fretfully, for bawbles, they refufe 
The it¥>ft fubftantial good — It muft not be. 
Come, come, the gallant fbeodorej 
Whofe arm was wont to hurl the bolts of war* ' 
And in a tempeft of embattl'd troops 
Ride thro' the routed fcju^drons of the foe. ■ ,," 

He cannot, fliall not, for one woman's lofs, 
(And fhe a falfe one too) forego his honours. 
Trophies of glory, that to future times, 
Shallf as on mbnuments of brafs, infcribe -^ 
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His charafker bmong the forttnoft names 
Which human kind revere for generous deeds* 
No Theodore^ think better- ■■ 

^eo. As well, when ftrong convulfions (hake the earth, 
And open wide the horrid jaws of death. 
Thou mightfft expeft to fee the trembling wretch 
Careful to fave fbme trifling gilded toy 
Froni the dire gulph, when he himfelf, at once. 
With Ae whole manfion, Vhere he dwelt, are finking 
Into thfe^-gaping graves that ya^n around him.' 

{Exeunt, 



Scene. IIL 

jUpbmfds Apartment. 
uilpbonfo and jlknzOj enter Conference,' 

' 'Alp. 'Twas rightly judg'd. 

Propitious ftars have helpt the undertaking. 

And perfefted our plot. Now when they meet^ 

And the wSrm lover alk's an explanation 

Of lafl: night's ramble, all will leem evafion 

Which flie fliall fay — - And fullc;n difcontent. 

And doubts, and jealoufy diftraft 'em all ; 

And we muft watch which way the ftorm inclines; 

But matters of more import aflc our care, 
Ev'n fclf-defende — - 1 find the king's fufpicjons 

> E 2 Of 
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Of treachery to Gonfalvd^ have this ground 
Among the papers taken from the enemy. 
That very letter is, by^ which I gave . 
Intelligence of old Gonfalvo*s motions, . 
^ By which, indeed, 'tis plain, he was betray'd, 
Tho% by what hand appears not — but my nephew 
Seems bent to find it out — by any means. 
Now cou'd we turn the finger of diftruft 

To point at Theodore. j^* 

* Twould be coriipendious policy, and hit 

Both my intents at once — Guard me, and ruin him. 

yflon. There was a Villa, Sir, of his, which 'fcap'd 
The general pillage of his enemy. 
After Gonfaho's rout — when all around * 
The country was laid wafte : that circunaftance , 
May well befpeak fome treacherous correlpondence. 

Jllp. Others there are may give it colour too ; 
As the known coldnefs which Gonfalvo Ihew*d him 
(Indeed becaufe he thought he was my friend) 
His hopes to gain Miranda^ and his poft 
By the removal — Each of thefe wou'd plead 
As fair preemptions, had we but the means 
To give *em fpeech, and open the fufpicion. 

Alon* Some leading proof, indeed might give 'em Weight. 

jllp. Here is a copy of that Jetter too, 

[Shewing- a letter. 
Tranfcrib'd in charafters fo' like to Tbepdare\ 
They feem the very fame, — all thefe at band. 
Attend occafion, which can't long be wantingi 
Since this foundation's fortunately laid 
Of broils betwixt him, and the warm young king.. 
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Scene. IV. 



Enter Gentleman. 



Well, fellow, what's thy bufincfs? 

Gent, The fecretary; Sir, of "Theodore^ attends without. 
And brings this letter to you from his lord. 

Alp. *Tis well, retire and let him wait an anfwen 

lExit Gent: 
Now for a flood of high-flown difcontent. 
Which I mult in reality encrcafc, 
By artfully pretending to allay. [Sjj^ads, 

How's this ? 

He here informs me that he will retire 
Ev'n to the place thou fpok'ft of, in th* Jhruzzo. 
Begs I wou'd guard him from the king's difplcafurc. 
For whom he fends a packet which contains 
Theprefentftate of th* army and the war. [^Mufes a little, 

—-—Such an occafion ! found (b fuddenly, 
Exceeds my utmoft hopes— -here, mark we well Alonzo^ 
Into this packet which he fends my nephew, 
rU Aide this copy of that fatal letter : 
I will attend its opening too, and urge 
What Ihall not fail to make the king regard it. 
As the original of that by which 
Gonfalvo was bctray'd i 
Unwittingly put there by Theodore,, 

Great 



Digitized 



by Google 



Great men have fallen oft by fuch neglefts. 
But I have not a moment's time to lofe. 
For he is on the fpur. Do thou attend, . 

Sere will be bufinefs for thee, or I err. 
is fair beginning flatters me, and hope 
Opens her pleafing profpefts to my view ; 
Each moment ftiall improve the profpVous mifchief. 
Till it make fure my long-fought way to empire. [Exit. 

Scene V. 

* 

Miranda difcover'd reading, Cleone attending, 

Mir. In vain I footh impatient expedation. 
It quite out-runs this tardy-gated time. [Shuts tba booh 
Is it not noon ? prithee look forth, Cleone j 
An^ if thou teirfl: me of my love's approach. 
But half .a moment ere he comes himfelf, 
'Tis fb much time dole from this tedious abfence. 



Scene VI. 

Enter Theodore. 
O Theodora I how have the gliding hours 
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Gone by thee thu3 unmark'd with downy feet? • - ; 
While cv*ry moment of thy long delay. 
My fighs have numbered out, urg'd by my tender hafte 
To make thy heart the partner of my joys. 

^beo. My heart's unfit, alas ! to join in mirth 1 
The bleakeft bUfts of forrow chill it round. 
And all the cheerlefs region of my thoujghts .. . 
Is but one wide, <Mie wint*r^ wafte of grief, 
0*er which, I fear, the diftant fun* of comfort 
Will nevet lift his cheerful face asain. 
Howe'er, •ris well he flieds his gladfome beams 
From fome more happy climate, on thy breaft. 

Alir. Alas ! my joys are all dcriv'd from thee. 
Thou art their fpring and fource : the rifing dawn 
Looks glad alone becaufe it brings me thee. 
The noontide glows but at thy near approach ; 
The day and night, the feafons and their changes. 
Borrow their beauties from thy pleafing prefence. 
Why doft thou freeze me with. thy looks and words? 
And chill and interrupt the happy tale 
That waits upon my tongue to bring thee joy ? 

Tbeo. And from laft night comes the dear blcffing then? 
Can joy, alas, and comfort fpring from thence? 

Mir. Ycs^^ Theodore a penitent poor wretch 

To whongiJ Went, waits ready to confefs 
This wicked cbmplot on my injur'd fame ; 
But thou muft promife me to pardon him. 

Theo. Oh ! 1 do underftand the bufinefs now ! 
But why my pardon ? there's a higher powV : 
The king Ihall pardon him. 

Mir. Hedoubtlefs will, if Theodore butalk it. 

Theo. Mirahda too will join the kind requeft. 

Mir. Indeed Pve promised it.-~-and fure, I think, 
The king's fo good that he will grant the boon.. 

Tbeo. I doubt it not at all......^h cutting thought I 

• Mi- 
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Mlranday tho* my heart has long been thine, 

I claim but title to fmcerity, 

None to command thy love. By nature free, 

Scorning a veil, the guilelefs paflion reigil^. 

Glows openly on the cahiation'd cheek, 

Speaks in the melting accents of the voice. 

And thro* the eyes 

Shews its whole felf indignant of difgutfe, 

Then only criminal when leagued with fraud. 

Thou art the miftrefs of thy own free choice ; 

Why then this myftery ? this fecret ramble? 

This ftory of a penitent ? and pardon ? 

Change were but levity thy feigning's bafe. 

Mir. I feign not, Theodore 1 am not changed, 

Tho* thou art fo, alas ! — 

Nor looks,' nor voice, nor words appear the fame. 

There is no myftery, no fecret ramble. 

This letter brought me on thy going hence. 

Will tell thee wliere I went, and why afone. 
Theo. A letter/ oh/ . ^ 

'She gives him a letter which 
)he takes and reads ^ and then 
)looks ftedfajlly at her while he 
'-[peaks. 

That 1 (hou'd ever live to fee thee thus ! 

Deludcr, go! 

How had my open unfufpefting heart 

Been cheated by this artful tale of thine ? 

But chance has counterworked the clofe contrivance ; 

Where didft thou leave this letter? [Shews a letter. 

Mir. Ha!— 

Theo. Oh, how that fudden ftart betrays thy guilt ! 

Mir. Theodofe^ 'twas not guilt ; ^*Twas my concern 

That fuch a pledge of thy endearing love 

Shou'd, 
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ShouM, like an idle toy, be loft by my neg!e<5t. 

^heo. Thou fhun'ft the qucftion (till \ where was it left? 
jMir. Ala«, thy ft^n enquiry quite confounds me 9 
J know not where ; but it muft be in paffing. 
Or with that wretch, to whom I gave a charity. 
He feem'd fo very poor> 

J'heo. Pious evafions too ! a charity was giv'n! - • 
But know, to ftrike thee dumb for ever, 
^Twas found in that clofe fccne whither by ftealth 
Xhou went'ft to meet thy royal- paramour. 
Mir. By ftealth to meet a royal paranjour ! 

1 faw no king, no man ^fave one poor wretch, 

^^''ho^ fick in bed, lay gafping for his breath ; 
His eyes,, like dying lamps, funk in their fockets, 
Now glar'd, and now drew back their feeble light. ' 
Faintly his fpeech fell from his fault'ring tongue. 
In interrupted accents, as he ftrove 
With the ftrong agonies that (hook his limbs. 
And wrkh*d his tortured features into forms 

Hideous to fight This man alone. 

If I had. any, was my paramour.* 

Tbeo. The full defcription looks 
As thou indeed hadft feen the piteous otgeft \ 
But each reply combats the end defignM, 
And fets in clearer light the purposed fraud 
I fearch'd all o*er the houfe where this was found. 
There was no fick man there : ■■■ 

And men in the conditbn thou dcfcrib'ft. 
Shift not their fituations on the fuddcn. 

Afir* That was not then the place where I did leave it. 

^heo. *Twas in that very houfe the dwellers own*d 

Thou there didft meet z, man in foreign habit. 
In frolick health he came, and fo departed ; 
Rewarding *em, ev'jjn with a prince's bounty ; 
They phras'd it fo. - - - And Iq we faw it was," 
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For he Went from the door as we arrived. 
Tho* darknefs hid his face, we faw his drefs. 
And knew full well it was the king's difguife. 

Mir. Amazement chills nty ferife, 

Can daemons mock us then with vain delufions ? 

Or is th* Almighty ceafing to maintain 

Exiftence in its wo»itcd fteady courfe? 

That things can fhift their beings and their forms. 

Like thofe vain figures gazing children fpy 

In fleeting* clouds. > 

Tbeo. O woman! woman! woman! 

D^mons^ delufions, oiiracles -what not. 

Are all calPd in—— .rather than own your falflioods. 

The very fteady laws of nature change. 

No, np, Miranda^ that nature*s ftill the fame, * 

Thou art thy felf a proof. 

From the firft fair deceiver down to thee, 

Thus beautifully falfc, 

YouVe looked, and fmird, and figh'd, to our deftrudion. 

Daemons ! - 

What daemons can torment us like your felves ! 

Or what delufions can deceive the fenfe 

Like woman I obftinate in artful wiles I 

Bred from your infancy to hide your fouls 

In the myfterious fchool of female-fraud. 

The mother to the daughter hands the art, 

From agd to age traditionally dolvn. 

One long accuir(ulafcd train of clofc diffimulation* 
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Scene VII. 
Enter Ahnzo. 

Alon. My lord, I hope tKfc king's command to me, 
To hold you prifoncr till his farther pleafure, * 
Will plead my pardon for this bold intrufion. 

T'heo. The royal mandate^. Sir, needs no excufe, 
I know not myoffepce. i i, « ■ 
But my foul- s fick of palaces, and grandeur. 
Fetters and prifons are at leaft fincere. 
The very things they feem. 

Therefore, more welcome far tl>an goldeq falfehobd. 
Lead on. j ^ .".i " . -. _ . [Exeunt, 



Scene VIII, ' 
Miranda alone^ 

Mir. To prifon gone ! ■ . . ... , _ . 
Gone ! ——and not left a parting look behind thee \ 
Has dark diftruft ufurpM the place of love ? 
And driven the timorous infant from thy breaft? 
Thou'rt fick of grandeur : fQ,alas, ami/ ..t^ 

QfF thou ill-fated pomp ! [Unbuckling ber rohfi. 

^ive m^ again that robe of fhame, Qkane^ 
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^eodore^s mouth pronounces it my due* 

Hold heart, a moment — till I am arrayM 

As fuits my fentence ; then do thy wbrk, refle(5lioiT. 

'TwHlferve me for my Ihroud — oh, kitting ftfokcs I 

Painful from any ; — but from this dear hand. 

Whence I had hop'd for tendemefs and love. 

They fall like fudden (labs ^ 

From its diftrafted parent's miwdVing arm^ 
On the aftonifli'd child's fad fuffering heart. 
With double confternaticMi, double fmart* 



"fbe End of the third AB. 




ACT 



Digitized 



by Google 



Ij8jur*d In*:oc'bnce. ^ 




ACT iV. Sc^NE L 

Alphonfo\ Apartment. 

Alpbonjb fitting in a mufing t^ofture. . 

4?/. XT^^' ^y philofopiier, you're in the toil^. 
' 1^ And I, perhaps, fpite of your Tiigh refblvcs. 
May urge that haughty reftitf heart of yours. 
Till fome raft ftrokes (halMightonvF^rA^^i^ - 
What ! tho* he be my brpthjer's.fon* — My nq[4Lewf 
What are to me a brpther, or a qephew ? 
Meer empty founds I ■ ■ ■ ♦ ; .^ . : , > • 

He is mymafler, and that name • implies . 
Ey^n all the kinds of enmity in one. * . ^..^ :; - 

rU not endure it - — .No !; ...r .... - ; ; i ; ■ ^ 

— But then, as I dare this, _ \ ;\ ^ ■ < . i^ 

May not another dare as mi|ch by me ? - 

Tulh! that's a foolifli fear! . . ! . 

I IbaJl not, like this ftripling king, cxpofe* . 
That jenrfpting bait, a crown, without a guards 
Retting upon that boafied ftaff of fools. 
That, as he docs no wrong, he has none to fear ; 
I know manTcind too well, to fruft to that. 

—But be it as it may 1 muft dye once^ 

And better fall furfeited with the feaft 

Of rpoft- delicious pow'r, than pine to death 

in the lean ftate of ftarying bafe fubjcdion. 

S. C E N J 



Digitized 



by Google 



Scene II. 

.. Eater Algnzo^ 

Well, how, Alonzo^ bears the, general 
rhis uncxf)d£tcd blow ? "^ L 

Alqn. Lijce an high mettPd ftced, when firft he feels 
rhe rider's weight. Now calm, now Ihook with paflion,- 
^ow freaks diftiain in fmilcs^ now looks dumb rage 
n frowns, alternately by fits.-: • — 

-/%. Why then the potion works juft to my wiflii 
-low fay^ft thou? is thy manly heart of broof, 
\.nd dar*ft thou bravely ftrike one hardy blow, 
fo be, at once, all that thy foul can aflc ? 

Alon. My lord, I think my- manly daring rifes 
•Jot Ihort of any he that draws a fword. 
iind all I dare, you know, you may^ command, ' 

♦ut yet I wou*d pot fall fpol-hardily ' • , 

g^a rafh enterprize. . ■ ■ .■ 

Alp. In a raUi enterpriz?, Alonxo f 
rho* the ci;own, once devolv'd, wou*d give me power- 
fo fcreen-dic givtr*s hand,..*^^:^ — 1— !. 
ret rU not t^ke it on the fcanty terms - 
)f meer pofiefi&on, I and my friends exposM 
po the furmifes'of the meddling croud. , 
}Io, when I wear it, it fhall feem to fit 
Vithout a crime, faultlefs upon my head, 

Alon. That were,' indeed, a mafter-piece, my Lord, 
r/ell worthy your confutnmafe underfta^ding. - * 
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Mp. Thus then it fcems to Hand ; r > 
My nephew in a vifit to Miranda^ 

Chai^'d Theodore with the black treachery 

By which her Faiber felU 
Forbidding her all farther converfe with him» 
Which Ihe howe*er will certainly attempt \ 
For love obeys no orders but its own ; 
And which I've bid thy deputy permit. 

Alon. But why, my lord, ag^inft the king's eommand? 
^ Alp. Oh! much hangs on it. Such an interview 
(If fhe but mention what the king has faic^ 
As fure fhe will) can't fail to fting him hornet 
Now in the very heat of that comnu>tion» 
(While jealoufy and rage, at fuch a charee. 
At once are heaving in his haughty brealt) 
If under friendly colour he were, offered 
To go at laige, perhaps his moody temper^ 
Warm' with refentment, and fecure in innocence 
Might thrult it felf, unfent for^ on the king. 

Alon. That, Sir, wou'd be but to expoflulate. 

Alp. He'll mean it fo, but who kno^s what, Ahnz^t 
Such an abrupt rencounter may produce? 
Ferdinand*s confident that he is guilty. 
And in fuch fort wou'd take the blunt addrefs. 
As may perhaps kindle this foldier -s blood 
To do my work. . 

Alon. O, Sir ! If I ju<%e right of Theodore^ 
His temper is fo obftinately loyaj. 
That nothing can provoke him to that height. 

Alp. Why fo perhaps it may and yet our bufinefi fafe : 

For if die king lhou*d fall, when in difguife 

He rambles out by night, as then with eafe he may, 

Shou*d Theodore at that time be abroad. 

Thy evidence join'd to the ftrong fufpicion. 

Were ample proof to fix the dew on him. 

The 
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The 'Wi^ft heads we have will look^no ferther. 
He feU^ by public^ law, and we arc life. 

Alon. I fee it clearly, Sir—and own it wears a fac 

Alp* Ay> and a fair one too-^ — that wo*nt alone artiufe 
Thofe politicians, who with winks and whifpers 
Prate o*er occurrences of ftate in private. 
But may abide eVn the reverend front 
Of folemn juftice nodding in her robes. 

Alen. And mofre, my lord, Mirartda^s feeing him 
Will ferve for colour to his clofe efcape. 
Which may be chargMon \i& as bis abettor. 

Alp. I th^hk thee for the hint— it fuits me well. 
For flie muft fall— her beauty *s dangerous ; 
*Tis fome ftraAge witchcraft, or I know not what. 
But I have mark'd it oft, anci forms like hers, 
If there^s an aftive fpirit in a country. 
Are furc to find it out, and fire it too, - 
And than they're mad, forfooth^ with high-flown honour^ 
All point, and ptinfbo, nor wiil fwerve an inch - 
Wide of' their own chimeric fchemes of adion,^ 
Into the- beaten road of human doings -, 
Some fuch, fome other Theodore may find her out. 
And lhou*d hereafter but a glimpfe appear 
Of the true hand by which Gon/alvo fell, 
Or of the means tnat wrought her this difgrace, 
I were not fafe, tho* feated on a throne. 
But come,; my friends, delays are dangerous ; 
Tl>is night it Ihall^be done. > . , « 

^ ; [Exeunt. 
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Scene III. 
A Prifon. 

Theodore alorte. 

They fay, this is the dwelling of diftrefs. 
The very manfion houfe of iriifery ! 

Tome, alas, if fcems but juft did' fame, ■ 

With that more fpacious jayl— r— the bufy v^otldf 

Where even mon vchs, if ambition wake *cm. 

Groan. in the galling chains of difcontent. 

Alas! how mankind err in all their thoughts I 

The only prifon that enflaves the foul, . . 

Is the dark habitation where Ihe dwells. 

As in a noifom dungeon, fettered down. 

To this unwholfom floor of breathing clay* 

Were Ihe but freed from thence, thefe folid walls, 

Thefe maffy bars, and doubly grated' windows, 

Wou*d all in vain oppofe her tow-ring pafTage. 

Spite of fuch flight obftru6tions flie wou'd rife. 

And wing her airy way from life to life, 

A long fuccei&ve courfe of various being. 

Enlarging as (he goes her growing force. 

With added faculties at ev'ry ftage ! 

Oh how I long to try the wondrous road ! 

Yet rafhly let me not explore its hidden path 

With defperate feet. — 

The brave man dares maintain his painful pofl, ^ 
And cowards only fly to eafe in dc^th* 

Mir. Where art. thou, Theodore? \mtbin. 

Tbeo. But hark! What voice is that ? 

Mr. Where art thou, Theodore ? [fFithin^ 

Tbeo. Alas, I know it now It is Miranda's. 

G And 
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And my weak mind, like felcons long reclaimed 
Forgetful quite of native liberty, • 

Stoops from her tow'ring contemplation down 
To the known lure of that beguUing tongue. 



Scene IV# 

JE^/'^r Miranda. • 

What can'ft thou look fot in this place, Miranda f 
This refulcrtce of wretches? where, alas! 
"With looks intent, lone melancholy fits^ 
And fancies tales of woe on every wall. 
*Till fmit \*ith her own images, (he weeps. 
And falling tears wipe the fad. fcenes away. 
Leaving frelh fpace for penfive thought to fpread 
Her hourly webs o*er all the filent cell, 

Mir. This, Tbeod^re^ \^ then the place I feek ; 
For I am fraught with griefs enough to furnifh 
The terror-ftriking manfion o'er and o'er. 
In all the deepeft pomp of real woe ; 
Such as wou'd foil imagination's (kill. 
And quite difgrace her idle imagery. ' 

^heo. So young ! fo fair ! 
So lately feen too in the fliining world! 
And yet grown fad fo foon ! * , < 
But focrows multiply from age to age, 
"While each f evolvif^ hour (rf coming life. 
Brings its own portion to the common fum. 

Mtr. And thmk'ft thou then, alas ! that I alone. 
Am from the geneml taxation free. 
That's laid 9n all my kind ? No, ^eodore^ 
A double fhare is liiiinc. — 

Theo. And to a cheerlcfs comforter thoii com'ft. 
Howe'er rtdeir« • this letter onpe again ; . [Ofmng a letter. 
r ' -' 2 For 
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For tho' oh killing thought ! thou can'ft not Iharc 

The nearer, dearer partncrlhip of love. 

My fortune ftill thou (halt Take it p 

A little will fuffiee my moderate wifh. 

Who fcorn the fhow, the idle pomp of life j 

And thou art left, without the fafe retreat 

Of family, or houfc. ■ 

Mir. It was not always fo— I had a father. — — 

Tbeo. Yes, and a worthy one •, — — — 
Whofe godlike goodnefs, probity, and truth 
Were of fuch (hining fort, as hcav'n had formed him 
A pattern for the reft of human kind. 

Mir. And could'ft thou, Theodore^ e'er be unjuft 
To fuch a man?— — — 

^heo. Unjuft! to whom? Unto thy father, faidft diou? 

Mir. Ay! to Gonfalvo^ coud'ft thou be unjuft? 

Theo. Miranda^ have a care, nor call up thoughts 
That muft be painftil both to thee and me. 
Gonfalvo*^ name, like the fhrill trumpet, wakes 
The foldicr's honour from the fleep, to which 
Thy beauteous form half luird the fufF'ring lover. 
Methinks I fee his honeft hoary ibade, 
With ftern regards bending his awful brow, 
A$ in reproach to my unmanly weakncfs. 
Which ftill with fondnefs does behold the worpan 
Who has forgone the honour of his daughter. 

Mir. Oh Theodore! thou wrong'ft me much ; 

Indeed thou doft : So much • — that cou'd it be 

Without difturbance to his ftate of blifs, 
I wifli that reverend fhade, in very deed 

Might rife this inftant now and judge betwixt us: 

So clear my innocence, that I cou'd meet 

His awful form unmovM coud*ft thou do fo? 

Wou'd not his form affright thee, fhou'd he come 
Ghaftly, and pale, and cover'd o'er with wounds, 
As when he fell at his laft fatal hour? 

Tbeo. No, by my foul 
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rhe awful vifion wou'd but edge my fword 
Po double on thc^ villain's brcaft the wounds 
rhy worthy fe thermit, 

Mir. Oh Thiodorel where wou*d they fall ? alas ! I fear 
rhe wounds that fliouM revenge Gonfalvo^ muft 
Je fatal to his weeping daughter's life. 

Tbeo. Thy words are wild and dark: what! would'ft 
thou point 
rhe fword of juftice. to his daughter's brcaft, 
Fo find the murderer of thy father there ? 

Mir. Oh Theodore! Is there no other breaft 
[n which my life is treafur'd up, but this ? 
[s there no other where I had repos'd 
E'en the whole fum of all my happinefs? 

Tbeo. Surely, Miranda^ fure thou woud'ft not chai^ 
Me with the murder of thy noble father? 

Mir. I charge thee not — alas! my fault'ring words 
Unwillingly fall from my lips, — like thofe 
Which come reluftant from the trembling tongue 

Df palfy fhakcn age Ev'n while 

[ do but tell thee, Ferdinand declares 

Gonfalvo was betray'd by Alas! I cannot fpeak it. 

Theo. What can'ft not fpeak? by whom does he declare 
Gonfalvo was betray'd? 

Mir. By Theodore. 

Theo. By Theodore! 
Prince! My heart midft all its agonies. 

Feels e'en one pang for thee. ^ 

My life, and love, alas, might have fuffic'd f 

Mir, Now on my foul thou wrong?ft him Theodore : 
He never has attempted op thy love. 
And, or difguife has wove her darkeft webs 

About his heart — ^ he forrows for thee too. *. 

With earneft eyes I mark'd him as he fpakc, 
And grief and majefty together join'd ,, 
[n manly mixture, fat upon his brow- 
He feared, he faic^ 

Thy 
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Thy love and thy ambition had undone thee j 
Mentioned thy worth, and many fervices. 
While ever and anpn, a ftealing tear 
Broke in upon his interrupted fpeech! 

Theo. Said he this weeping too? T|ie Crocodile ! 
Deftruftive tears ! that murder where they fell. 
That -^frou^d defece my image in thy heart, 
And there inftead of real Theoddre^ 
Wou*d paint me what thou muft detcft and loath, ^ 
A bafe betrayer, and a parricide. 
• Mir. And art thou not ? 
Support me nature, while I alk that cjueftion. 
Art thou not fo ?- 

Tbeo. Doft thou too join the cruel cry^ to hunt 
My injur'dhonoul-tiown?— ~ • 
Then all the fofteft bonds of kind ^re ceas*d ; 
The fon fhall pay his aged (ire with death, 
And the unpraftisM virgin*s bofoni hide, 
Inftead of love, and gentlenefs, and joy. 
Adders, and afpicks for her new betroth'd. 

'Mir. Oh Theodore! my bofom hides indeed 
Adders and afpicks, and yet fharper ftings •, 
But they are not for thee.; — — May they reft here alone. 
And innocence guard thy beloved breaft j 
—But innocent, or guilty, I am wretched. 
Gonfalvo murder'd ! Theodore accused ! 
The king forbidding ! a whole people curfing 
That moft abandoned maid, who loves thee ftill : 
-^Whilft thouT (O keeneftof my pangs) reproachcft too. 
How (hall I aft in this dire exigence ? 
If -thou haft pity, aid me, Theodore. 

Theo. Shall I confefs it ? — — that the crime avow'd 
May 'furni(h thee a covering for thy fel(hood. 

Miran. Not for the world— if thou art innocent. 

Theo. : Gp to thy Ferdinand theh-r-he'll inftruft thee how ' 
To hide ai(honour with a m^sk of goodnefs. 
And from the* ruins of my murder -d fame, 

.% Raile 
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Raifc a fair j)ile of feeming filial love. 

But be not too aflur^d 

For tho' itfcrecn you from the publick eye. 

The barbarous trophy muft difturb my foul, ^. ;,;;•>: 

And wake me from the dwellings of the deadiV ' 

A pallid, fhivcring, difcontented fhade. - •- ^ 

— When pincers tear, and torturing engines ftrctch. 

When anguilh gnaws, and agonies convulfe. 

The foul can leave her fluttered habitation 

Rcgardlefs of its ruins.— —But alas ! 

Not the dark chambers of the tomb it felf. 

The wretch's laft retreat, can fence her from 

The aching wounds of endlefs infamy. 

That death of fouls, which ftabs beyond the grave. 

— Yet thus thy hand, wanton in (Cruelty, 

Harrows my bleeding breaft 

A hard return for love unfpeakable. 

The keen reflexion quite unmans my foul. 

And I muft fhun thee 'left my burfting heart 

Pour out its pangs in curfeson thy beauties, 
Which ftill my prayers wou'd blefs— Jiard hearted woman ! 

[Exit into the backfcene. 

Scene V* 
Miranda alone. 

What! art thou gone 



Too far, alas, Pve urg'd the painful teft. 

rmfalfly charged, and he maybe fotoo ! 

So fays my heart — Oh Theodore comth^iC^ \ 
The holy fire that bums within my breaft. 
Spite, of thcfe doubts, of Ferdinand's fufpicions. 
Bids me be confident that thou art juft : 
Ahd I will truft the he?iven-bora oracle. 
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S C E N E VI. 

Enter Alonzo. 

^ffz. Madam my bufmefs with the general 
Demands your abfence. Were this vifit kno\m 
*Twou*d coft me dear. 

Miran. O thou bring'ft with thee death ! 
I read the fate of my lov'd ^Mkr4 
In thy ftern looks. — 

Oh double death ! he dies believing me ^ . 

Falfe to his love, the murdrefs of his feme. 
Sufpend thy fatal purpofe but an inftant. 
The king mall thank thee for the precious life 
Thy difobedience fpares, and heaven fhall fet 
That finglcaft againft an hoft of crimes. 

AloHz. Madam your paflage to the king is clear. 
But my important charge brooks not delay. 

Miran. Be n6t ! ah, be not rafli ! 
This is the only moment I have , left 
To clear the great accounts of love and honour. 
If thou know*ft either thou wilt feel my fufFerings. 

lExil Alonzo. 



Scene VIL 

Miranda aione. 

But he is deaf as rocks—— 

—Whence is this pang, this aching of the mirtd. 

To be thought juft and good by kindred fpirits ? 

Oh 
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Mine cannot bear that thou fhould*ft think me bafe, ^i '^'-^ 

If Ferdinand to whorft I fuppliant fly ■ I^-^ 

Refufe my prayer, I find my ftfuggling foul 

Will foon indignant Bufft the bands of life. 

To meet thy fpirit in that better world. 

Where no difguife Ihall veil her innocence, [Exit JMttr^ 



Scene Vlliw 

AlphonfoV Apartment 

Enter Alphonfo, walking hajiily and uneqfily. 



\ > 



•.,) . 



Alph. What caufe can make Alonzo loiter thus ? 
Now when each moment ftretches to an age. 
By the vaftfwarm of bufy painful thoughts. 
Which croud themfelves into its lengthened fpace. 
— He's trufty fure.— -He has done too much already, 
And hopes for too much more, to play me falfe, 
—Yet fhou'd he think of buying 

Preferment at a cheaper rate 'tis to be had . 

He boggled at the profpeft of the danger \ 

Shou'd confcience join that fear ;—— 

Cowardice, tin6tur*d with but little confcience. 

Will make fome fellows act Jike honeft men . [ L ooks out. 

Not coming yet !-—— -I'm too much in his piow'r ; . / 

Wou'd I were fafe; and he were faft afleep : 

A dofe.^f this fame opium here wou*d do it. 

[Drawing a dagger. 
— Suppofe it were apply*d at his return. 
But that may be too late— - 
What trampling in the antichamber*s that ? . . 
Surely my nephew wou*d- not ♦fend the guards 
To take me thus by night, juft like a thief. 

[Looking <mt again. 
Oh 
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Oh! here he comes. ^ 

1*11 probe him in the thread of our difcourfe. 

» ■ • •■ 

S C E N E IX. 

"Enter Alonzo. 

Alonz. ybj lord, the General's gone out from prifon, 

Alph. Is he? why then 
This is the very crifis of our fortune : 
Aftionmuft watch the.ftepsof opportunity. 
And tread upon it's heels— are all things well difpos'd ? 
Are thy afliftants ready ? 

Alonx. One of 'em is the other, tho' I've fought, 

Ev'n with the utmoft care, cannot be found : 
The largefs he receiv'd to counterfeit the king, 
Has furnifh'd him for fomc licentious ramble. 

Al;^h. I like not that. 
Suppofe we fhoju'd defer it till to morrow. 

Alon%. O Sir, that may defeat the \yhole. 
Theodore^ now at large, may own I fet Iiim free ; 
And urge his innocence in fuch a manner. 
As may produce moft dangerous explanations 
Shou'd the king fee to morrow. 
Our only fafety is the hafty blow ; 
That will prevent th' effeft of this their interview. 
Which, Ihou'd it prove as I fufpeft, a friendly one. 
Might otherwife be fatal to us both. 

Alph. That fear is genuine — —all's f'lfe, I fee. \^afide, 
I own, my ffiend, there's reafon in thy doubt. 
And upon more mature reflexion too, 

'Tis better thus Hafte hence unto your watch, 

A kingdom, hangs on ev'ry moment now. 

Alonz. 1 go, xx\y lord, and when I fee you next, 
'Twill be to hail you fovereign lord of Naples. [Exit. 

H SCENE 
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Scene X. 

Alphonfo alone. 

\ 
Alpb. Why go thy ways— .thou feem*ft a trufty villain. 
And I am not the firft whofe daring feet 
Have mounted to that envy'd height, a throne. 
Upon fuch fluff as this— 
Now to my poft — and feem composed to reft. 
But wake with open ears tp catch the found. 
The king, the king is kilPd 
And thou, O darknefs, from whofe fable womb 
All things they fay arofe, 
Caft thy black mantle over this occafion. 
And brood upon it till it does produce. 
Like new-born light, the glories of a crown. 
To wreathe this brow. — What noife is that ? 
It can't be doing yet—no 'twas the wind. 
Continue on thy hollow murmurs ftill. 
That his departing groans may lofe themfelves in thine. 
And pafs unmarked— How looks the night ? 
Is her brown vifage overcaft with clouds 
Propitious to our purpofe ? [Goes to the fide fi:ene as to 

look out^ andjtarts back. 
What ! do I dream awake ? ev'n at the glafs, methought 
My nephew's vifage met me face to face. 
Bloody and pale*- Amazement ! there Itis flill ! 
The bloated features fwoln -, and the dim eyes. 
Stare motionlefs upon me. 
How can this be ? he's not dead yet ! 
No ! when the face of nature's wrapt in night. 
And the mind bufy'd on fome great event, 

Im. 



Digitized 



by Google 



Injured Innocence. 51 

Imagination then creates a world. 

And fills the gloomy void with airy beings. 

Still art thou there — [all this while fix' d and pointing 

to the window. 
1*11 clofe my eyes and fhut the phantom out -, 
Yet it is here — and thro* the very lids 
The horrid vifion feems to ftrike my fight. 
Fantaftic forms avaunt ! — — 
I have not leifiire now to parly with you. 
And reafon do>vn your mimic imag'ry. 

To its true nothing 

What ho !— — ^who waits without ? 



Scene XL 



Enter! Gentleman. 



Lead, fellow, to the rooms that front the garden : 
Let me have better lights ; 
Thefe wink like tapers glimmering o'er the dead. [Exit. 



Scene XII. 

A Street by Night. 

Enter Theodore fiowlyj and looking up towards the Heavens^ 

How dreadfully delightfiil 'tis to lofe 
The dazzrd eye in yonder wide expanfe. 
Where, round tcn-thoufand radiant fonts of light, 

H a Myriads 
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Myriads 6f worlds roll ceafelefs •,— all obeying^ 
And all declaring in their meafur'd orbs. 
That univerfal fpirit which informs, 
Pervades and a<5luates the wond'rous whole. 

Stupendous view ! vafl: boundlefs theatrel 

Thro' whofe extended fcenes nuniberlefs hcrfts 

Of beings rife fucceffively to life •, 

FormM all for happinefs by the good-giving hand 

Of its omnipotent artificer. - ^ 

Weigh then thy doings carefully,, my foul. 

Studious to forward, fearful to obftruft 

Beneficence divine. 

Thou tread'ft a dangerous path — Shou*d thoughtlcfs rage 

Urge me to any rafh intemperate aft. 

Tumult and wild diforder may enfue. 

And civil war deftroy my native land. 

Has the Almighty then filPd thefe firm nerves 

With manly force, and formed 'em to lay wafte 

His other works — to fpread deftruftion wide. 

And in redrefs of one man's fufFerings, 

Deal anguifh ofit to thoufands— .furely no 1 

The pow'r on which a people's welfare hangs. 
Only a people's welfare can oppofe. 
The real patriot bears his private wrongs. 
Rather than right 'em at the publick coft. 

Yet injuries, like mine, will find a tongue. 

[Kifig crojfes the ft age in foreign bahit. 
And look, where wrapt in night the fpoiler goes. 
From rjfling all my ftore :-;— 
Lye ftill, my hearty nor think it a difgrace 
To let my words be all my weapons here. 
It is not to a man thou doft fubmit. 
But to th'eternal rules of right and wrong. 
By which omnipotence itfelf i.l govern'd. 

* Now aid me all ye fbft perfuafive pow'rs 
Of modeft fpeech. Lend me thy gentle tongue. 
Sweet .eloquence, to lead. his. heart from wrong. 

"The End of the Fourth AH. 
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ACT V. Scene I. 
A Street by Night. ' ; ' 
Enter Theodore. f 

Theo. 1 Wander ftill in a wild maze of doubts ; 

X The king's deportment feems to fpeak him dear. 
Some fubtle train of treachery is on foot, 
Tho' from what hand deriv'd, eludes conjefture. 



Scene II. 

King in dtfguife isfeen crojjing the bottom part of the 
Jiagey and after bim^ atfome difiance^ enter Alon^o 
and Ruffian. 

But who are thefe ? 

yilon. Tho' when they, parted, he efcap'd our view. 
Yonder he goes before — now let it be put home. 
Nor raife the cry till the work's throughly <lone. [Exit. 
. Theo, Sufe 'twas the king, and that's Alonzo*% voice ; 
There's mifchicf ftirring yet. [Exti hafiily. 

2 SCE N£ 
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Scene III. 

Enter Pbomont tnufing. 

Every occurrence brings fome new furprize. 
The night patrole has chang*d its wontea round» 
And midnight mafqueraders walk the ftreet. 
Cou*d it be chance which clad the reveller 
I met juft noW, in garb fo like the King, 
That but for the loofe ditty which he fung, 
I had fiipposM it him? — But moft 1 Wonder 
At Theodore fet free. — Friendfhip I fear 
Was not Alonzd's motive to enlarge him. 
This way he wander'd, and may meet the king. 
I know him loyal. — But young Ferdinand 
Is warm — And how fuch fpirits, Ihou'd they claih, 
May treat each other, makes me fear alike 
Both for my prince and friend— 
Cou'd I meet either, caution might prevent 
What my doubts bid me iear. — But hark-^that cry 

[cry within. 
Says all my care*s too late — (harp-fighted murder 
Thy too piercing eye not darknefs felf can blind. 

[Exit baftUy. 



Scene IV. 

Scene draws and difcovers the King lying dead^ and 
iAonzQ Jlabbing the Ruffian on the ground. 

Ruff: Is this my pay ? cruel jHonzo ! oh ! [falls as dead. 

Alon. What 
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Jlon. What ho ! the guards ! murder ! and blackeft 
treafon! 
My royal matter's feirn by villains hands. 
What ho ! what ho ! the guards. 

S C E N E V. 
Enter Thedpre behind him^ feizes and difarms him. 

Theo.TKinc were the villains hands,— prodigious monfter ! 
But fwift perdition waits thee for the deed ! 
And I will facrifice thy fpotted foul 
To inftant death here at his royal feet. 

Ruff. Oh ! 'tis the general's voice~5ir, fain I wou'd 
Tell you that hell-hound's plots— againft Miranda^ 
And this againft the king—to which he hir'd me. 
But — his curft hands have — oh ! [dies. 

'Tbeo. Butcher'd thee — is't not fo? what! can'ft not 
fpeak? 
The world to keep thy fpirit but a moment. 
Miranda injur'd too — oh my diftrafted heart! 

jilon. He living yet ! 

Tbeo. Vile fiend, be ftill, {j^^^^gg^^^ to get loofe. 

Or I will print thy bofom with more wounds. 
If poffible, than it hides wicked thoughts. 

Alon. Do, kill me, and, no doubt. 
He that the king accus'd of treachery to Gonfalvo^ 
Will eafily perfuade the world, 
That he is innocent ; 
And I the murderer of my royal mafter. 

Tbeo. Alas ! my fudden rage at this dire deed. 
Had made me quite forget my prefent ftate ; 
But bold in innocence, I dare rely 
On the fucceflbrs juftice for my fafety. 
But fay, barbarian, what cou'd urge thy hand 

To 



Digitized 



by Google 



56 Injured Innocence. 

To fuch a crime ? 

Alon. Thou queftion^ft me in vain, I fcorn thy con- 
verfe. 

T'heo. O injured Ihade ! if yet thou hear'ft, forgi'we 
The harfh expreflions which fevereft anguifh 
Wrung from my bleeding heart, that had conceived 
Unworthily of thy unfully*d goodnefs. 
Why are the bofoms of the juft and brave 
Shut from each other's fight? why are they not 
Open as cryftal cafements to the eye ? 
That artful treachery might never caft 
Clouds of fufpicion o*er their honeft thoughts. 
To marr that higheft happinefs on earth. 
The mutual confidence of noble minds. 
What ho ! what ho ! the Guards ! 



Scene VI. 

Enter Alphonfo^ and Guards. Vafquez. 

Alpb. Whence are thefe hideous clamours ? what occa- 
fions 
This midnight cry of murder, and of treafon ? 

iTi^eo. Look there, and ccafe to wonder. 

Alpb, Alas ! my nephew ! 
Breathlefe and bleeding with a hundred wounds ! 
Who did this deed ? fpeak, give him to my fury, 

Alon. Your majefty, fo I muft call you now. 
Sees in this man the wretch who did the deed. 

Theo. Audacious villain ! the dire deed was thiiie. 
Thy murder'd comrade there confefs'd it dying. 

Alph. Accused by Theodore it is abrupt v 

But fteddinefs may turn it to my purpofe. [A/tde. 

They do impeach each other mutually. 
Guards, feize 'em both. — Tbeodore^s joiloufy 

Of 
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Of this our murdered nephew, the black crime 
Of which hq ftands accused, and this his clofe efcape 
Are more than'proof fufficient of his guilt. 
But what proves his, I fear, will argue thine. 
He was thy prifoner ; how fhouM he efcape 
Without thy fecret aid, or thy connivance ? 

^lon. Miranda^ Sir, prevailed on my cpmpaflion 
To let her fee him, ajidf perhaps fhe rriight 
Contrive his clofe efcape, and aid it from without. . 

rheod. Villain ! 'tis falfe J- 
Why woud*ft thou wrong her innocence yet more ? 
*Twas thy own hand-i-and, a^ it now appears, • 
To colour this dire deed that gave me freedom. 

Alp. Therie's fome myfterious viilany in this. 
They all are leagued— Go, fetch her inftantly. [Exeunt 
Mean while iend for- the officers of juftice. Guards. 

Let 'em prepare the rack here on the fpot, 
I will not ftir frohi this poor bleeding body, 
Till I have trac'd this treafon to'the head, 

^heo. I am content j the rack brings happinefs, 
If it brings freedom from fo foul a chs^ree. ' 

Alon. Let me befef ch your Voyal goodnefs, fir. 
At leaft one word. 

Alp. What can'ft thou fay ? [ Alonzo ^bijpers him. 
Ha ! monftrous villain I 

What ! woud'ft thou make a merit of the deed ? 
Thy treafon theri is plain. Thou defperafe fool ! 
Coud'ft thou believe fo meanly of my blood. 
That I wou'd fgare my nephew's murderer, 
Becauie His trealbn does opprefs my age 
With fuch a fplendid forrow as a crown ? . 
Farther enquiry of their guilt were needlefs. 

flence with 'em both to death 

. Alon. Nay, if it come to that, I will not fall 
^fTiUIhave- — 

Alph. Stop jnftantly that picked monfter*s mouth. 
And drag hini to his fate — [Alonzo is halPd out. 

I Vaf. Yet, 
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,Vaf, Yet, fir, \tx. torms of juflice be obfeiVd, 
And the enquiry of che. law take place. 
Alp. Well, beitfo. — 

SCENR VII. 
Enter Miranda^ guarded. 

T^eo. Alas, Miranda \ oh my injured love f 

Thy beauties here 

Like lightening thro' the horrors of a tempoft. 
Give to thy finking Theodore at once . : 
A glimpfe of the fad rock on whjblir ]K*i ipllt. 
And of the diftant dear deHgHrfwl^^;^ 
Which he muft never xe2£^-'J^.^l 

^/;?i&. Well minion, come ! ^ 
Let's fee you fet your pretty face, and lifp '^ 

A tale to tell us on what holy errand 
You went to vifit that your paramour 
In prifon, ha!— -. 

Mir. Is it a crime, alas, to fjgh and moufn. 
And fhare the weeping prisoner's fofrows with him ? 

Alpb. The breath of juftice JicVer dooms a villain. 
But your whole fex become his advocates ! 
But what have I to do with womens feignings? 
Will you confefs your (hare of this night's trcafons ? 
Or muft we afk it in another manner ? 
Why do thefe tardy officers delay ! 

^heo. For her that teft ! alas ! 

TJie rofeJipt cherubs round the throne of heav'h 
Have not their bofoms more divinely warm , 
With melting mercy than that tender breaft. 
. Can you fufped: her goodnefs of this deed ? 

Alph. No, certainly ! 
' The whining harlottry who drops her tears 

To 
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To free from fetters a bold ruffian's hands, 
Yet red and reeking with her father's blood, 
Cou*d not affift him in his prince's murder ! 
That were improbable ! 

Theo. Patience, my foul ! 
What, to the rack ? that tender form of thine! 
That dove-like foftnefs! — 
Thee to the rack! thee gafli'd and torn, and butcherd! 

Mir. Yes, Theodore l-^^ — 
Since the miftaking hand of error has 
Covered my innocence with fuch a cloud. 
My foul fhall bravely fnatch this great occafion 
To rend the veil, and flicw how much (he's wrong'd. 
Weak as I am, all woman in my fears. 
To thee, to him, I will be juftify'd, 
Whofe bitter taunts have arm'd me for the talk. 
This beauty from Gonfalvo 'was deriv'd. 
To his juft name the lacrifice is due » 
And willingly the trifle I r^fign. 
To prove I am, as Theodore once thought me, 
A (kughter not unworthy fuch a father. 

Alph. So brave, mv minion ! we fhall try you foon* 
Where are thefe people, ha? 

Vaf. Sir, they attend your pleafure. 

Scene VIII. 

Scene draws and difcovers Oe^fcaffold^ with two officers 
of jujiice^ executioners^ Jires^ and fever al injiru'* 
ments ^f torture. 

Theo. O death to fight !— .— 
Hide, hide your heads, you filver lamps of heav'n ! 
And nkht, thou conftant mourner, drcfs thy felf 

I 2 With 
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With fables dipt in more than double darknels. 

Such as, if pofflble. 

May ftrike ev*n memory itfelf with blindnefs. 

That fhe may never trace the paths of thought 

Back to the caufes of this horrid fcenet 

My curfed, rafli credulity gave room 

To execute this hidden maze of mifchief. 

On me then, let your indignation fall. 

Sweep me from earth, and' number me among 

The plagues, the pefts, the refiife of mankind ; 

To racks, to whips, to wheels, and fcorching fires 

Confi^n me, — — 

But fpat-e, oh fpare her fpotlefs innocence ! ' 

Alph. Bold bravo, no !—— . 
Thy ftubborn heart, harden*d in doing ill, 
WouM joy to- brave the torture. 
And blot the fece of juftice with a lye. 
*Tis truth we want, and that no doubt will fcape. 
And iflue eafily from evVy flaw 
The ract Ihall make in her frail cortipofition. 
^Tis that thou fear^ft, and therefore that's the trial 

Well, my fhe-chatnpion, are you ftill refolv'd ? 
You fee the combatants : their rugged hands 
Pay no refpedt unt6 a fair complexion. 
But you-may fpare yourfelf, and them the pains. 
By a fincere confeflion. > — 

Mtr. What, ftain my foul with everlafting ftame. 
To fave myfelf from momentary pain ? , 

Then I were bafe indeed — --^ 

Alp. Hence with her then-, and do your duty boldly. 
But hark thee fellow ; unlefs Ihe do confefs, \Aftde to an^ 
Be fure (he come not living from the rack i officer. 

*Twill be preferment for thee. - 

^beo. Oh, for an angel tongue to plead her caufe ! 
Spare, fpare, alas, this lovely tender flower ! 
Fair as the infant beartis of new-bom light. 
And fweeter than the. fragrant breath of morning. 
Survey her yet, dread Sir, with better eyes, 

Oh| 
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Oh, Ihe is all perfeftion. . ■ . 

The golden harps, to whofe melodious founds^ ' 

The univerfe was form'd, composed hct frame, 

Caird ev*ry perfeft atom to its place. 

And tun*d her all to moft harmonious beauty. ' , 

Shall then the rack unbuild the wondrous work ? 

jilpb. Your doings have defac'd as fair a febf ick. 
And juftice, that looks not with lover's eyes. 
Is blind to all the beauties fhe can boaft. 

Theo. If this can be, here Ihe js blind Indeed, 
Not veil'd with that pure lawn which hides her eyes 
From what might bribe her to let guilt efcape, • 
But hoodwinked by fome villain's artful hand, ; - 
To ftrike the innocent. 

^ph. Soldier, your'e bolder much than might become 
A criminal, and in fo foul a caufe. 

Away, and do your duty. , 

Theo. O fparc me. Sir, a little fpace, to make 
My laft, kft peace with her y/hom I have wrong'd. 

Whofe tortur'd heart- a curfe upon my tongue ! -] 

I have fore fmitten with reproachful fpeech. 

Fafq. One moment. Sir, to foft compaffion given 
Can caft no blemifh on your royal juftice. 

Jlpb. 'Tis well advis'd,-^ 
Precipitance may look like prejudice. Iqfide, 

Well, Vafquez^ to humanity we give 
^That moment which ftrift juftice might refufe. 

^beo. Yet, e*er thou go'ft, Miranda^ give me pardon. 
By heav'n I wou'd not a(k it at thy hand, 
But to fill up the anguifli of my foul. 
That I in death, may pay thee pang for pang. 
And number out my groans to their fiill fum. 

Mtr. Forgiveriefs, Theodore! *twixt thee, and me! 
Forgivcnefs is for foes; think'ft thou me fuch? 
Indeed, indeed I am not. ■ 
And if my woman's tongue dropt a reproach, 
E*en then my -Roman's heart abfplv'd thee too. 

"SCbeo. Why now *tis .well — — now hold thy own,r my 
heart J Sink 

3 
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Sink not,beneadi thy pomp of mifery ; / 
Keep its full folemn ftate» nor deign to tafte 
The fweet relief of weeping, and repentance. 
But 'twill not be — the gufhing flood ^pill come. 
Oh, my AUranda I are thofe barbarous men 
Fit comforters for all thy fighs and forrows? 

Mir. Oh let me, let me leave thee^ Tbeadou^ 
E'er thy complainings melt my refolutioa. 
And render my. relenting heart unfit 
For the rough taflc, thy honour and my own 
Afkofitnow. 

Theb. Leave me! Perhaps for ever ! oh my foul! 
Where are the fmiling hours, the gentle joys. 
The opening prolpeft promised to our loves? 
Sad change,, alas ! no more to hold t];iee thus ! 
No more to hear the mufick of thy voice ! 
Nor look with rapture on thy lovely eyes, " , 

Till fenfible to all thy ibft endearnients. 
My own o'erflow in tears of tranfport on thee ! 
All thefe, no more! — rr7rr?/6j|Viq[^h;,!^^ leave me! 

Mr. Hqirt-breaking::?|ic»^ 
The infant that in dying agqiRic§i' 
Papts on thejnothert breaft, pains it not more. 

jilph. Away ! break off this tedious conference. ■■ 

Mir. Oh hold me yet, my love, I cannot go ! 
My fears inform me we fhall meet no more. 
And Tve a thoufand things to fay to thee. 
The treafur'd foftnefs that my heart had hoarded. 
For each endearing circumltanc? of life. 
Whatever joy, or grief, or hope, or fear, 
0)u'd diftate to my tongue in fiiture titnes^ 
All pant and ftrive for utterance at once ; 
Bach tfcnder fentiment wou*d fain break forth. 
Nor dye abortive, and unknown to thee. 
But words are wanting, take 'em in my tears. ^ 

Jlpb. 1*11 foffer it no longer j take her hence. 

Mir. Bend not thy eyes upon me, Theodore, 
Nor with convulfive catches, grafpmcthas. 
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Each parting pang is big with more than deatb* 

Tbeo. Not look on thcc ! — — ^ 
I have no other ufe, alas, for fight. 
No other office for my trembling limhs, 
But thus to ftrain 'em in thy dear embrace, 
E*en with fuch ftrugglings as a fhipwreck'd wrettk 
Leaves the laft floating fragmci&t he can grafp. 
In that fad moment, when with lifted eyes 
He recommends.his parting ibul to Ucav*n, 
As I mull thee to all the angels now. 

jilpb. Why do you dally ? tear her from his hold, 

Tbeo. O ye cefeftial minillers, be fwift. 
Snatch this your fellow feraph from the earth 
With a bright guard, and bear her fefely hence» 
E*er the rapacious Ibeth of torturii^ ||tin 
Untune that fwwtnefs Which was fo™^ to lead 
The faireft troop of all your heavenly roft. 
But 'tis in vain. ■ [Break their bold bsr9» 

Thofe fiends will bear thee to that place of horror^. 
And my rafh deeds (oh torture!) urge thee on,. 
Yes, ^eodore^ *tis thou, *tis thou daft thisl 
Thou lay'ft her on the rack ! thou puU*ft the cords I 
Each inftrument of pain! that magazine of death! 
All, all, are thy^epaiing! and for whom? 
But look not that way, thought— there madnefs lies. 

An eafe I merit not 

Why do I tremble t\m ? O powaid h^rt ! 
Wou*dft thou'flirink from thy (hare of this fad fcene? 
Difdain fo meap a thought, and bear thy felf 
In this laft aft of life, as a man fli6u*d. 
Pay nobly what thou ow'ft herinjur'd goodnefs y 
Let not one iffuing groan escape thy ear, 
Survey each ^Ih^ each agonizing throe, 
With eyes firm fix'd, take the whok objecfl in, 
.That ^«^fi;her cajtching pangs ^y fympathy ihall (hake 
This mortal fabrick, till my trembling foul 
Foriake thfc tQttetiiig ruin, I may gpf 

FuU 
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Full of the image to eternity, 

Ai|d bear the hell, I merit, thither with me. 

Scene IX. 

Enter Philomont hajiily. 

Phil. Stay yet, and hear another evidence* 

jilpb. Another evidence! what bold intruder 
Thus interrupts the courfeof publick juftice? 
» Phil. Sir, I bring with me proof too— — 

Alpb.H2,\Philomtf 
Theodore^s bofom fm^dy and bold Accomplice ! 
Seize on him ftrailf who comes with fomefeign'd talc 
-To clear his fellow traytors. 

Phil. Good, my lord. 
There is an evidence, at whofe appearance 
The names of treafon', and of traytor vanifli. 
And here he comes. 



S C E N E 'X. 

Enter King. ' 

Omnef. Ha! the king! 
King. Free firft her innocence. \ ' 
^eo. That duty's mine. [Goes haftily to the ScaffolL 

Nor let Miranda^s gentle breaft refiife 
To my unworthy hands the joyful talk. [Unbinds her. 

I'Tot C(sfar*s heart, when he triumphant led 
. The conquerM world in. chains, beat half fohigh 
" As mine does with extatick joy, to loolc 

Thefe 
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Thefe unjuft bonds, and lead thy beauties hence. [Leads 

her down. 

Alph. Oh, Sir, it glads my heart tp fee yoU fafe, 
Vft thought you {lain, and trcafon furely mean^t it. 
But thanks toheav'n, fomc lucky accident 
Mifled her erring dagger. 

^beo. Oh fortunate miftake ' 

Mir. Oh happy error ! 

Kng. Uncle, your Care for me becomes you well \ 
But much I fear your grief had made you err. 
From the firft cry, prompted by my defire. 
To know the truth, with Pbilomota IVe flood 
And heard the whole* My death was furely meant, 
And that as fanely by the h^StAlonzo. 
Bring him, and let him anfwer, if he can. 

Alph. Oh curf^d accident^ now aid jne, fortitude. [Aftde. 



S C E N E XL 

Alonzo led in and ungagg'd Looks earnejlly on 

the King. 

Alonz. By heav'n it is the king himfelf> ai^d fafe ! 
Now thou ungrateful man ! revenge is fure, 
ril dye contented, fince thou fhar*ft my ruin. 

King. What does he mutter of revenge, and ruin ? 
Say, villain, what thou know'ft of the attempt 
By which that wretch, difguis'd like me, is llain? 
Evafions are in vain : Theodoras innocence 
I know by reafons moft infallible, 
Therefore declare the trqth. ' 

Alonz. The truth is, he is innocent of all. 
And that fame hoary hypocrite atone. 
Was the contriver of this villany. 

King. Our uncle! thou art mad, 

K A^n. 
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Alon. I was fo, Sir. 
But I am cur*d by his ingratitude. 
'Twas he betray'd Gonfalvo, only *caufe 
. He cou*d not fhake his fteady Loyalty. 
'Twas he allur'd me to defame her innocence, 
'Twas he entic'd her to lago^Sy where 
This fellow that lies dead, put on the guifc 
Of poverty, and ficknefs to Miranda^ 
Tho'* cntring and returning he was drefs*d 

E'ri.as you fee him now 

. He Aid the letter that betrayed Gonfalvo^- 
Among the general's papers—he contriv*d 
To let him fecretly go out from prifon. 
In hopes his injuries wou*d have provokM him 
To do what I attempted afterwards. 
But that vain fool, delighted, as it feetils, 
With counterfeiting majefty, received 
Thofe- ftrokes our plotted treafon aim*d at you. 

Alph, Oh royal fir, forgive me, if my blood, 
Whofe honour is your own, bear with impatience 
The flanderous breath of thisabufive villain ! • 

King, Good uncle, ceafe your fears 

The ears, ev'n of credulity It' fcif, 

Wou'd clofe againft the tales of fuch a tongue. 

Which owns the breach of ev*ry facred tie. 

There is fome train of treafon lurking yet : 

Hence with him to the rack, that fhall extort the truth. 

Alonz. Damnation ! am I thus outwitted then ?. * 
Onenioment hold— PU yetdifcover all. 
But then it mufl: be thus—. [Stc^s Alphonfo, then 

"•;; . offers to ft abhimfelf. 

A dagger only cou^d- expofe to view 
The hellifli plots which lurk in that dark breaft. 

King. Difarm the villain.*— Oh fupport -^//;&o;j/&/ 
And call for inftant aid-— ^ 
Fell bloodhound ! how durft thou attack a lifcj 
Which nearnefs to my blood would make me fpare, 
The' thy fiftitious tale were proved a truth ? 
.• .. 1 II Jlonz. 
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jilonz. The deed is juft, tho* to your uncle done, 
Afibciates in treafon we are equals i , 

And I but juftly fmote my fellow traytor. 
For violation of the league between us. 

Kin^. Secure the monfter for due punilhment. 

[Alon. exit guarded.' 
How fares it with our uncle ? 

jlpb. As with one 
Who on a fick-bed flumb*ring dreams of health. 
Till fome rude noife. 

Drives the delufive phantom from his breaft. 
How weak were all my laboured fchemes of thought ! 
What you have heard is true ; and I perceive too late. 
When princes mix in treafon, they forego 
That awful charafter, which is their fafeft guard v 
Licence the villain's impious hand, and fign 
A fecret warrant for their own deftruftion. 

King. Alas ! could thirft of fway feduce thee then 
To fuch inhuman deeds ? 
Live yet to right their injured innocence. • 

j£ph. Oh fain I would ; but 'tis, alas, in vain ! 
The gufhing blood has drawn away my life. 
Cold fweats hang on my limbs, 
Miftsdraw their cloudy curtains o'er myeyes. 
And fick'ning fenfe loaths all her former likings^ I ,;■ 
Ride then our paflions on this purple flood? ; ^ ' * -^ 

[Looking ai his blood. 
Do thrones and fceptres take their dazlin^ luftre 
From the full flow of it's warm crimfon tide? 
That thus the ebbing flream can leave the foul 
Upon a naked fhore— where all around 
Things vanifh from it's view ; no objeft left 
In the vaft dreafe^ void — but night— ,and terror*-^ 
Oh for thy betto-opticks, Theodore! 
To pierce the horrid gloom, and fhew my fhudd'ring foul 
What lies on t'other fide this dreadfiil dark i 
If t'other fide there be. 
As I have heard theetalk-y^more worth than crowns ; 

K.2 For 
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For they hai?e loft their fplendor now. 

And I, rny way — ~ [Z)w* 

King. Alas, old man! I little thought thy age. 
And reverend looks cou*d hide fuch bafe defigns ; 
Thy crimes be bury'd with thee. Knaw, ABranda^ . 
Thy beauteous lifter lives, by me preferv'd. 
As thou by "Theodore^ with the like fecrethope 
That time wou'd clear her injured father's fame. 
To her we^ all my nighdy vifits paid. 
Thy fellow paffion, makes thee, Theodore^ 
My brother now-?- ^ ' 

This, and the letter that concern'd Gonfalvo 
Thou ycfternight had*ft known, but thy delay. 
Or my impatience to bformmy Laura^ ' 
Left this ill-fated prince the means to work 
His plotted mifchief, . and with hafty hands 
On his own head to pull that fiiddcn ruin 
He aim*d at mine 

^heo. From what a labyrinth of error freed. 
From what a precipice of ruin fav'd, 
Meet I th* uhhop'd for heav'n of being thine. 
My faireft, mymuchlov'd, my wrong* d Aliranda f 

King, And let mankind by thy example warn'4 
Of bafe fufpicion fhun the poys'nous breath, 
Each lying l^end of the envious tongue. 
When royal fevour decks the fair, andyoiing, 

J)i//joneJi minds ^ juji like the jaundiced Jighty 
See honeft deeds in a difionejl light : 
^bro* clouds of. guilty the innocent they view^ 
Andjiain each virtue with fome vicious bue^ 
Tbejujl and good look wim a different eye^ 
By generous hearts they generous anions try : 
Governed hy honour^ honour they revere^ 
^nd think each virtue^ like their awny fincere^ 
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E PI LOGUE 

By a FRIEND. 

Spoken !%y Mrs. HORTO N. 

THE devilidke^Tr3LgickA)2irdsIfay^ 
TVhoJirvve to pleafe one with a whining flay : 
From mufty hooks fime tedious tale they borrow^ 

Hoping to pleafe the gay with grief and forrow ; 

And ^ in honour madam chance to trip^ 
.^freight the poor creature^sjiab'd lord knows how deep. 

Our Bard pretends, his plot^s of his own making ; 
And hopes y fadfouH that thatfhall ffxve his hacon : 
As if ftern critics would allow tb* intention. 
And pardon dullnefs ■■■ ■ ■ cauji bis own invention. 

Conftder Thcodort^-^-'^tbe fool grows jealous 
Becaufe his damfel wa*nt within they tell us : 
fVhen had he on this virtuous town but blundered. 
How the poor man had gap* dy andjlar'd, and wondered I 

Miranda'j hideous fufs about her rep 

What can be learnt from fuch a needle fsfiep ? 

Should fucb furmifes fet our women madding, 

l^n-d /' their whole lives muft all befpent in gadding ; 

A pretty fcheme !—as if injlead of airs, * 

fpor we w^emad^temmwijk'^-^^andfay our prayers: 

And 
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And when invited to delicious party 9 

Should cry^'^^dearSirSj Imuft not lord my vartie. 

Vlxilomont? sfriendjhip too^s of the fame piece. 
And far unlike our traveled trim Toupct*s ; 
Wbcfve often viewed Komtsftatues-^^mand tbef II tell ye^ 
Havefeen the Popc^—^and caro Farinelly : 
And deeply JkUV din modes ^ to grace the nation^ 
Return their lady mothers^ admiration. 

. But boldy Pve too far trefpafs^d on your time^ 
And not excused our authors maiden crime ; 
Still Culprits firji offence isfaifdfrom halter ^ 
If Gutherie vouches^ he can read his pfalter j 
Benot lefskindj releafe him from Jns fright ^ 
Tmfure he reads^ allow him^ you^ to li^rite^ , 




E P I- 



Digitized 



by Google • 



EPILOGUE f 

Defign'd for the Sixth Night, but not fpokciL 



WELL^ Ladies^ now mr preaching play is over^ 
What fay you to this phikfopUc lover ? 
Who boafts b^d fpend hirlife in admiration 
Of every part of the whole fair creation : 

Former Ifeaic^ insight of alibis — flights. 
He will want power topleafe you ■ many nights. 

Tbefe Poets manage not tbeir-^ game with cunnings 

And rarely hold it out to nine times running. 

Ours J I own is eager ^ but alas\ 

Mere inclination brings not things to pafs. 

Try bim to morrow ■ ^his vigor flag^ 

Ne^r let bim mount again the mufes nag j 

Pegafus loves an able upright rider ^ 

No puny whipfter ever ^ould'^—^ beftride her. 

But flay ^ bere^ for the fake of Rime^ I fwear 

Tve changed the mufes-horfe to a' grey mare^ . 

Tet it maypafs JorPoets^ to fay true^ 

L»ve — riding fo that any Tttt will do. 

From lofty PindarV beadftrong, prauncing racer^ 
Down to Tom. jyVrfy^s' little dapper pacer-. 
Of any colour j anyftze or breed ; * 

Jt all adventures, tb^ wi//~-^~. try tbefleed. 
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Pve known enty^ on^ and ^,— this many a day^ 
And when thefre in the moody nothing wUl fay '.em nay » 

But. up tf>ey muji,". tUl failings in the Race 

Poor things y they piew a wretwd ftlly juce. 

Pray beaueft that may not frame our »ithor*j cafe. - 

But V it JBou% if he Jhou^dfaH to fleafe ye^ 
I heard bim vow be*d not ferfiji to — tetze ye -, 
On that tondttioHy fvxrdon hit jkft f^t i 
FenMitonarewiJey ^^by exferience^tMughi. 
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